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DOROTHY. 



CHAPTER I. 

FATHER AND DAUGHTER. 

" "^E VER ! " cried Dorothy ; and she threw 
-*-^ down, with unnecessary vehemence, 
the letter which she had been reading with 
flushed cheeks, and tears of vexation in her 
eyes. " Why I what do they think we are 
both made of, papa ? It is neither more nor 
less than an insult." 

"Papa" was an elderly gentleman, with 
snow-white hair, rather dreamy, but very 
kind blue eyes, and shapely features, beto- 
kening gentleness and refinement. He was 
leaning back in a comfortable easy-chair, his 
finger-tips joined together, as his elbows 
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6 DOnOTHT. 

rested on the arms of his seat, and looking 
tenderly and reflectively at his daughter. 

" I thought you would look upon it in that 
light, Dotie, but it is scarcely fair." 

"Scarcely fair!" echoed Dorothy, "and 
pray in what light do you look at it, papa ? 
Perhaps you think that we ought to be very 
greatly, very humbly obliged to these people, 
for proposing to take me away from you, and 
make our two lives utterly wretched. Or 
would you really be able to get on without 
me ? " And she flashed a look of sudden in- 
dignant suspicion at her father, and the next 
moment had her arms about his neck. 

" Tell me, could you do without me ? " she 
said, with loving imperiousness. " Perhaps I 
have been making a mistake all this time in 
thinking that I was necessary in this estab- 
lishment." 

Mr. Rivers laughed, as he put his hand 
under his daughter's chin, and looked into 
the sweet, indignant face. " Honestly, I think 
I should miss you a little, Dotie. But yet 
your grand-uncle's proposition is worthy of 
being considered. Now, just curb your in- 
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FATHER AND DAUGBTEB. 7 

dignation for a few moments, and listen to 
me." Dorothy stepped back with the. air of 
a martyr, and, seating herself at some dis- 
tance, listened under protest. 

"In the first place, remember that your 
father is not very far from being an old 
man." — " Which, of course," burst out Doro- 
thy, " would be the best of all reasons for 
leaving him." 

Mr. Rivers motioned silence, and went on. 
" And though now able to provide his little 
termagant of a daughter with a pleasant home, 
and the pretty dresses in which her heart de- 
lights, yet, unhappily, he has made little or 
no provision for her future ; and this thought 
has often worried him of late. Now, your 
grand-uncle is a wealthy man, a very wealthy 
man, and with a stroke of his pen could set 
my little girl for her whole life long far above 
the cares and pressure of poverty, and give 
her a position in the world which would sat- 
isfy a very ambitious person. Don't spoil 
your forehead with that frown, Dotie, but 
hear me patiently. Your grand-uncle has no 
cause to love ma, though I grant you that he 
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8 DOBOTHY. 

has not shown a very generous spirit in keep- 
ing up his animosity against me for alL these 
years ; still, your dear mother married me 
against his wish, and by so doing forfeited 
her inheritance. The heiress of Clyffe should 
have married a very different person from a 
retired army fellow, with one arm nearly dis- 
abled. However, we could neither of us help 
ourselves, I suppose ; and I have the comfort 
of knowing that she never regretted it. She 
was very happy — very happy in her short 
married life, poor child ! " and Mr. Rivers 
paused, and sighed gently. " Her uncle never 
saw her again, and you see how long he has 
outlived her. It is full fifteen years since I 
have had any tidings of him ; and now this 
letter has come, making Miss Dorothy Rivers 
a brilliant offer, with, when you come to con- 
sider it, a not unreasonable condition. He 
offers you the place your mother occupied in 
his home, and the inheritance which she for- 
feited by disobeying him, and, in return, re- 
quires, a very natural thing on his part, that 
I should not visit Clyffe, and that you should 
spend but one month in the year with your 
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FATHER AND DAUGHTER. 9 

father. I knew, when first I read this missive, 
how you would receive it ; but the matter is 
too important to be dismissed without reflec- 
tion. I, for my part, am ready, quite ready," 
he repeated in a somewhat unnatural voice, 
*^ to make any personal sacrifice for my little 
girl. What do you say, Dotie ? Try to think 
it over dispassionately, and remembering that 
your father cannot but long that your future 
should be secured against poverty and all its 
attendant ills, when he can no longer ward 
them from you." 

"Papa," said Dorothy, and her face had 
now grown quite pale in its eagerness, " is it 
possible that you can be in earnest? I feel 
as if I were dreaming. If I thought this 
matter over for ten years, do you suppose 
that I could ever see it differently? You 
are cruel, papa." 

"Cruel I" said a voice which expressed 
some amusement as well as astonishment. 

" Why, Mr. Rivers, what is this accusation 
which Miss Dorothy is bringing against you ? 
You are evidently coming out in a new char- 
acter." 
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10 DOROTHY. 

The speaker had walked in from the gar- 
den, through the French window which stood 
wide open, and had announced himself with 
a little familiar tap upon the glass, which, 
however, neither Dorothy nor her father had 
noted. "Yes," said Dorothy, turning to 
greet the new arrival with a glance which 
was far from being the most gracious, "you 
may laugh at me as usual, Mr. Vaughan, and 
of course you will side with papa ; but both 
of you together will not make me change my 
opinion." — " Come, Dotie," said Mr. Rivers, 
with a deprecatory look, "it is not fair to 
visit my offences on Vaughan. Sit down," 
he went on to the latter, pointing to a seat 
near his own, " and I will tell you all about 
it if my daughter will let me ; or, stay, you 
can read for yourself the occasion of our 
difference of opinion." And he handed him 
the letter which Dorothy had so indignantly 
thrown from her. " Does Miss Dorothy give 
me permission ? " and Rupert Vaughan cast 
an inquiring glance from a pair of dark gray 
eyes, under somewhat heavy lids, at the 
young girl, who only answered by a careless 
gesture, and passed out into the garden. 
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FATHEB AND DAUGHTEB. 11 

The letter was read and re-read without 
comment, but with a closeness of attention 
which betrayed a very lively interest. Then, 
still holding it in his hand, Rupert Vaughan 
seemed to be reflecting even more deeply than 
its contents seemed to warrant. 

"Well? " said Mr. Rivers at last ; and there 
was a shade of surprise in his tone. 

« Well, I think I know all about it. You 
suppose that you could make even the sacri- 
fice of giving up your daughter for the sake 
of knowing that her future was assured; 
while she, of course, is keenly alive to the 
pain of being separated from you, and indig- 
nant at the thouglit of your being capable 
of harboring such a plan for a moment. 
Poor child ! " and Rupert Vaughan smiled, 
a very loving, tender smile, which gave an 
altogether agreeable expression to his some- 
what stern face, — a face, which, without the 
smilQ, looked older than it really was, being 
that- of a man on the sunny side of thirty. 

"And what do you advise, Vaughan?" 

"Knowing you both as I do, unhesitatingly 
I advise you not to send her from you. Your 
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12 DOBOTHY. 

life would lose all that makes it worth liv- 
ing ; and as for her, she is no longer a child, 
she is able to weigh the chances of happi- 
ness, and you see that every instinct of her 
nature revolts at sacrificing her affections to 
her worldly prospects. You and I both know 
that she is right." 
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CHAPTER 11. 

BBTROSPECT. 

rr\0 an outsider it might have seemed 
-^ strange, that, in a question so nearly 
concerning his happiness, and so important 
in its bearings on his daughter's life, Mr. 
Rivers' should have sought the advice of a 
man so much his junior as Rupert Vaughan ; 
but the relation between the two was of a 
somewhat peculiar kind. The younger was 
so much the stronger character, that what 
would have been their natural relation to 
each other seemed to have been reversed; 
and Mr. Rivers had unconsciously grown, in 
all practical matters, to lean upon the more 
vigorous judgment of his friend. A very 
close and intimate friendship united them, — 
one of those friendships which spring up 

13 
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14 JbOHOTUY. 

almost unawares amid the cares and toils of 
this work-a-day world, and which sweeten 
life to so many, keeping the heart, which 
else might have grown callous and cold, 
fresh and warm with human affections. To 
Rupert Vaughan, especially, his intimacy 
with Mr. Rivers and his daughter was of 
incalculable value. But for them the well- 
spring of tenderness within him might have 
dried up amid the cheerless tasks and cold 
ambitions, the solitary work and care, which 
had been all the outlook of his youth. A 
struggling barrister in London, without fam- 
ily or friends, — too pure as well as too proud 
to find pleasure in the so-called recreations 
of the youth, "gilded" or otherwise, who 
labored like himself, or lived at ease in the 
great city, — living at his dreary chambers, 
without any thing more humanizing in his 
surroundings than an old janitress who took 
snuff and squinted, he was, as he told him- 
self, in a fair way towards becoming a mis- 
anthrope, when Providence threw him in the 
way of Mr. Rivers. It was in this wise. He 
(Rupert Vaughan) had been poring over 
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law-books, and so engrossed in the study of 
an intricate case that the morning, and half 
the afternoon, of a perfect spring day had 
passed without his being conscious of it, 
when a sunbeam, like an angel visitant, 
smote through the dust-dimmed window, and 
streamed across the book over which the 
young man was bending. It touched him 
like a new sensation: he raised his head; his 
eyes wandered to the window, and caught a 
glimpse of blue, and of floating, fleecy clouds ; 
and all at once a vision of the country came 
to him, like a spell which he could not shake 
off. He rose from his seat, sighed, stretched 
his arms above his head, then tried once 
more to settle down to his ponderous vol- 
ume; but in vain. The voice of spring, of 
Nature, had called him, and would not be 
denied. Five minutes after, he had thrown 
himself into a cab, and was being rattled 
along to the nearest station. 

How few of the hundreds of thousands in 
London who spend their colorless lives in 
the treadmill round of ceaseless toil realize 
that half an hour by rail would take them 
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16 DOnOTUT. 

into scenes of such perfect, restful beauty as 
would seem, from the contrast with their 
habitual surroundings, well-nigh like para- 
dise itself! There comes before my mind's 
eye one such scene, — long may it be spared 
in its green loveliness from the ever-encroach- 
ing monster of brick and mortar, which, little 
by little, has devoured so much that was 
lovely! It is to the north of London, and 
Friern Barnet is its name. You get out of 
the train at Finchley Station, and approach 
it either by the highroad, or by by-paths 
through the fields. Friern Barnet — does 
not the name itself, with its quaint Saxon 
ring, suggest old-time associations ? There is 
a lovely little church, standing amid green, 
far-stretching meadows, bordered with tall, 
plumy dm-trees ; there are gable-ends and 
picturesque roofs, appearing and disappear- 
ing, " bosomed high in tufted trees ; " there 
is a brook, broad and clear, over which alders 
bend here and there, and which is spanned 
by a gray bridge that looks delightfully old, 
— all this, with the sky of early summer 
bending over it, the meadows knee-deep in 
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waving, flower-gemmed grass, all this, to one 
coming straight from the rush and roar and 
ceaseless turmoil of the vast city, seems like 
another life indeed. 

One other passenger besides Rupert 
Vaughan left the train at the little station, 
and they turned away together. "We are 
going in the same direction," said Mr. Rivers, 
in a clear, kindly voice, which impressed the 
other wayfarer pleasantly, "a glorious day 
for a country walk." So they fell into con- 
versation, which, to the surprise of Rupert, 
rather added to the enjoyment of the free 
air and sunshine, and green fields. They 
were companions for a couple of miles or 
more, during which the younger man ex- 
pressed the admiration of one long unaccus- 
tomed to the country ; then, at a turn in the 
road, they came upon a charming cottage 
draped with banksia roses and wistaria, and 
standing in a well-tended lawn, shaded with 
graceful trees. 

" This is my home," said Mr. Rivers ; and 
then, following a hospitable impulse, he 
added, " as you have no special destination, 
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18 DOROTHY. 

come in and take some luncheon with me, 
and I will walk down with you afterwards 
to the prettiest spot in the neighborhood." 
And Rupert, wondering still more at himself, 
accepted the stranger's invitation. Standing 
in the doorway as they approached the cot- 
tage was Dorothy, then in her early teens, a 
fair, childish picture, with her long, rippling, 
nut-brown hair, and soft dark eyes. The 
sight of a stranger with her father checked 
the glee with which she would have greeted 
him, and she was shy and demure as a little 
nun. Ever afterwards Rupert Vaughan 
remembered the pretty picture framed in 
the waving vines about the porch. "Mr. 
Vaughan, my daughter," said Mr. Rivers: 
the two men had mutually introduced them- 
selves some time before. After a simple 
meal, which, to the guest, tasted better than 
any he had eaten since those of which he had 
partaken in his father's house long ago, the 
two men started out together through those 
delightful meadows, under the shadow of trees 
which had but just put on their "summer 
bravery." They visited the gray church, 
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standing in its trimly kept and rural-looking 
graveyard; they walked by the brookside, 
and stood upon the old bridge, watching the 
dragon-flies skimming over the bright water ; 
and Rupert Vaughan broke a silence by say- 
ing, " You can hardly understand, I suppose, 
how intensely refreshing all this seems to 
me, and what hard names I am mentally call- 
ing myself for having let the habit of my city 
life lay such hold upon me that I had liter- 
ally almost forgotten what God's world out- 
side London was like." 

" Why do you live in town ? " asked Mr. 
Rivers. " Had I done so, I should have been 
in my grave long since : ' dead of bricks and 
mortar ' would have been my epitaph." 
"But if work compelled it, as in my case?" 
"Pardon me, I have daily work in the 
city, work by which I live; but I do not 
see why only the wealthy must have the 
luxury of pure air, and country sights and 
sounds, and suburban residences. I looked 
round diligently till I found a cottage which 
suited my means, in this charming, and, for- 
tunately, still unfashionable ^neighborhood ; 
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20 DOROTHY. 

and the result is, that I am a happy man to- 
day, and that my little daughter is as rosy as 
any country lass." 

*' You are happy, indeed ; and if I could I 
should follow your example.'* 

"And why not? Do you see that farm- 
house yonder behind the alders? Well, there 
is an old lady there, the perfection of a land- 
lady, who will rent you pleasant rooms, and 
throw in sunshine and fresh air gratis. Come : 
if you like to go and see them, I am at your 
service." Nothing loath, Rupert Vaughan 
accompanied his new acquaintance, and found 
the modest and exquisitely clean and cheerful 
rooms irresistible. Then and there he rented 
them, and returned to his dreary chambers 
that night feeling as though some spell which 
had weighed upon his whole being had sud- 
denly been broken. 

Since then six years had passed, which had 
ripened the chance acquaintance between the 
two men into a close and. enduring friend- 
ship ; in fact, from the circumstances of their 
life, they had become more nearly associated 
with each other than even close relationship 
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« 
might have made them. Bat by a curious 
coincidence, these two, who, until that spring 
day when Rupert Yaughan had emancipated 
himself from his self-made thraldom, had 
known nothing of each other's existence, dis- 
covered at an early stage of their acquaint- 
ance that there was a distant relationship 
between them ; so distant, indeed, as by itself 
to have formed no tie, but strengthening that 
which already existed. The grand-uncle 
whose proposal regarding herself Dorothy 
had so strongly resented, and whose name 
was Sir Anthony Vaughan Clyfife, turned 
out to be a third or fourth cousin to Rupert 
Vaughan ; who, however, had never seen or 
expected to see his wealthy relative, while 
the latter on his part was probably unaware, 
as Rupert said ironically, that he could claim 
relationship with a man ^'on the highroad 
to the woolsack." 

Day by day their different avocations took 
Mr. Rivers and his neighbor into the city, 
and it had grown long since to be one of the 
habits of their lives to take their little jour- 
ney to and fro together. After a while 
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Dorothy had lost her shyness with the some- 
what stern-looking acquaintance, whose tall 
figure, in its careless dress, had come to be a 
familiar sight at the cottage. The young 
man came in for a share of the sweet, gay 
welcome that always greeted Mr.* Rivers at 
his return ; and this student of dry and pon- 
derous law-books, who had imagined that 
personal aifections and interests were not for 
him, had soon learned to look for the little 
figure in the porch, or among the flower-beds 
on the lawn, and to feel as if his old boyish 
dream of a sweet sister were in some myste- 
rious way going to be fulfilled. 

As the years had gone by, changing the 
tender grace of early girlhood into that of 
womanhood, bringing out into ever greater 
distinctness the beauty of Dorothy's char- 
acter as well as person, and — for we must be 
impartial historians — bringing out, too, the 
faults, not grievous, though sometimes puz- 
zling ones, which marred it, Rupert Vaughan 
had. become a student of human nature out- 
side of law-books and law-courts; but his 
studies of the former kind were chiefly, if 
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not altogether, confined to the person in 
whom centred all the deep and strong affec- 
tions of his nature, who had become in- 
twined, little as she suspected it, with his 
very heart-strings, — sweet, vain, wayward, 
loving and noble-hearted Dorothy Rivers. 

We have but to speak briefly of some 
things connected with the life of Mr. Rivers, 
and our story can run its course without any 
further retrospect. It sometimes happens 
that we see men occupying in the "many- 
niched " temple of human affairs a place for 
which we feel that Nature had not intended 
them, — a parson whom we could much sooner 
have imagined in the army, a doctor whom 
we might have supposed a parson, a trades- 
man who suggested the idea of a student. 
Mr. Rivers was an instance of this apparent 
incongruity between an individual and his 
calling. Business in any shape was what one 
could have least imagined as his occupa- 
tion. His calm, reflective, somewhat dreamy 
face possessed none of the appearance we 
are accustomed to associate with those busi- 
ness qualifications to which a certain amount 



■Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



24 DOROTHY. 

of keenness or hard-headedness is supposed to 
belong. The large and full eyes might, how- 
ever, to a phrenologist, have suggested arith- 
metigal powers ; and it was to this capacity 
to deal with figures, though apart from 
the slightest business bias, that Mr. Rivers 
owed the modest though suflBcient income 
which enabled him to inhabit the pretty 
country home in which his daughter and 
himself had found hitherto every requisite 
for happiness. More than twenty years ago, 
in the early days of his married life, Mr. 
Rivers had_cast about for means to increase 
his very small income, which, indeed, then 
almost altogether consisted of the pay which 
he had received since being disabled in some 
fray in India before he had attained his cap- 
taincy. Mrs. Rivers was more than content, 
was perfectly happy, in the modest little lodg- 
ing where her husband's love more than com- 
pensated for the loss of the material comforts 
and luxuries, which, in her uncle's loveless 
home, had always surrounded her ; but to Mr. 
Rivers it was very bitter to see his cherished 
wife in sordid surroundings, and it was his 
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thought night and day to find some means of 
adding to her comforts. After many fruit- 
less efforts to find employment of some kind, 
— he cared not what, so long as he was capa- 
ble of it, — Providence brought him in the 
way of an old acquaintance, through whom 
he readily obtained what he sought. 

Benjamin Bolden, long years before, had 
been the " fag " at Eton of Arthur Rivers, — a 
fortunate little fag he was in possessing so 
kind a master, and the envy of many a luck- 
less wight ruled with a rod of iron by their 
tyrants. In those days young Rivers had 
fair prospects in life, and a wealthy father 
who gratified every wish of his son ; but 
within a short time after his leaving Eton, 
his father's fortune was wrecked in some 
commercial crisis, and soon after the son was 
left an orphan, with little but his commission 
to depend upon. 

Since those days the worldly circum- 
stances of Arthur Rivers and his former fag 
had been widely different. Benjamin Bolden 
had succeeded to a fortune so large as to 
have satisfied even the most covetous, and 
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also to a private banking-business which bade 
fair to nurse it to far larger proportions. He 
had succeeded also to a business talent so 
far beyond the ordinary as to have been best 
accounted for by the fact of some slight 
admixture of Israelitish blood with that of the 
plain English Boldens. When Arthur Rivers 
chanced to meet his old friend, the latter had 
been married for some years, and was the 
father of a handsome, dark-eyed boy of some 
six or seven years. His place of business 
was in the city, of course : his private resi- 
dence, quite a palatial one, was on the Sur- 
rey side, near classic Twickenham. It was 
here, as the two gentlemen sat over their 
wine, after a sumptuous dinner, in which 
there had been perhaps a shade too much 
display, that Mr. Bolden, to whom his visitor 
had candidly and unreservedly spoken of his 
circumstances, made him an offer which was 
eagerly accepted. Mr. Bolden had just lost 
a confidential clerk, whose place, with the 
keenness of perception in which he prided 
himself, he felt would be well filled by Ar- 
thur Rivers. The term confidential was per- 
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haps scarcely a correct one ; for Benjamin 
Bolden, beyond a certain limit, had abso- 
lutely no confidant, nor did he feel in any 
sense the need of one. A large number of 
his business transactions were known to him- 
self only ; but yet the man whom he had lost 
had been very necessary to him beyond that 
limit, and occupied a poa^tion altogether 
apart from his ordinary clerks. Perfect in- 
tegrity coupled with arithmetical ability, and 
without inconvenient business acumen or am- 
bition, made a combination invaluable in such 
an employee; and these qualities, positive 
and negative, the astute dealer in money dis- 
covered in his quondam schoolfellow. Added 
to this, there lingered somewhere in the 
banker's composition a feeling, or rather a 
reminiscence, of affection or gratitude to the 
man, who, as a youth, had been a gentle and 
brave protector, instead of the tyrant he 
might have been to the frightened " fag." 

That evening Arthur Rivers returned to 
the shabby lodgings where his little wife 
anxiously awaited him, radiant with the 
good news he brought. Mr. Bolden had 
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offered him what seemed a most liberal 
salary, and he was to enter upon his duties 
the following week. 

Over twenty years had passed since then, 
and Mr. Rivers still occupied the position of 
confidential clerk (so called) to Mr. Benja- 
min Bolden. But few of them had been 
spent in the sweet companionship of the 
wife whose place had never been filled. 
Dorothy was but five or six when her mother 
had been taken from her ; since then she had 
been her father's solace, his joy, the first 
earthly object of his love. Twenty years, so 
uneventful since that almost overwhelming 
sorrow, so calm and even in their occupa- 
tions, their interests, their quiet happiness, 
that Mr. Rivers had unconsciously come to 
feel that it must go on so to the end. Ru- 
pert Vaughan had, of late years, becomo a 
part of that pleasant, unchanging existence : 
his life seemed to run quietly parallel with 
theirs ; and Mr. Rivers, in his own dreamy 
content, never suspected that under the still 
surface of the younger man's life there were 
troubled depths. 
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CHAPTER III. 

MAKING PEACE. 

r I ^HE letter from Dorothy's grand-uncle^ 
-^ with its most unexpected proposition, 
had been the first disturbing influence which 
had really broken in upon this serenity. 
Mr. Rivers had been by it brought face to 
face with the thought of Dorothy's future, 
when, in the natural course of events, he 
should be taken from her. This thought 
had sometimes before obtruded itself, but 
had not been encouraged: puzzling and 
painful thoughts are not apt to be when 
they bear upon what may be a distant 
future, but now it seemed as though the 
question confronted him in a manner from 
which he could not escape. He had carried 
the letter round with him for a day or two, 
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and it had cost him a sleepless night before 
he showed it to Dorothy. Probably had he 
not been at heart absolutely certain that 
she would not tolerate for a moment the 
idea of such a separation, he could not 
have prevailed with himself to show the 
letter at all. As it was, it comforted him 
to imagine that he, for his part, was ready to 
make the sacrifice of parting with her, — a 
sacrifice which, in reality, he could not have 
been capable of. 

At all events, the matter was settled now ; 
and Mr. Rivers gave a long, gentle sigh of 
infinite relief. "I shall write to Sir An- 
thony at once, I think," he said ; and Rupert 
Vaughan smiled again, as he saw the shadow 
of anxiety, which he had noted from the 
first, vanish from his friend's face. 

"Shall I go out and find Miss Dorothy? 
I should like to relieve her mind as to your 
decision." 

" Yes, do. Make your peace with her. 
We are both in her black books just now." 
And Mr. Rivers laughed, quite himself again. 

So Rupert Vaughan strolled out into the 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



MAKING PEACE. 31 

garden, and discovered the object of his 
search pretending to gather currants among 
the plantation of bushes at the very farthest 
corner of the small domain. In reality she 
was stooping to hide a very tear-stained face. 

" Miss Dorothy." No answer. 

" Your father has sent me to tell you that 
he has decided to refuse your grand-uncle's 
proposition, and is now writing to him to 
tell him so; and I come on my own ac- 
count, to plead very humbly for forgiveness, 
if I have in any way offended you." 

" How could — how could papa discuss the 
matter as he did ? " said Dorothy passion- 
ately. " He should not have given it one 
moment's consideration, instead of, forsooth, 
asking advice. As if any one had a right 
to advise a father about sending away his 
child ! " 

" You are very unjust. Miss Dorothy, and 
seem strangely blind to the fact that your 
father's love for you could alone prompt 
such a sacrifice as it would be to part with 
you. At all events, you see that he has 
concluded not to make the sacrifice." 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



82 DOROTHY. 

There was a little rustic seat among some 
lilac-trees near at hand; and to this Doro- 
thy retreated, holding in one hand the bowl 
half full of crimson fruit, and with the 
other brushing away the tears, caused now 
by a feeling of compunction as much as by 
a sense of injury. Rupert Vaughan did 
not immediately follow her, only he looked 
after her with that tender smile of his that 
had in it much of loving patience. He 
sauntered to and fro for a while on the 
garden paths, thinking of the incident which 
had occurred. This discussion about Dor- 
othy's possible departure had not been 
needed to show him what were his own 
feelings toward her. He was a man too 
much given to reflection and introspection 
not to have known, long since, to what 
extent she was bound up with his life. In 
reading Sir Anthony Clyffe's arrogant let- 
ter, the remembrance of his own relation- 
ship to him had flashed across his mind ; 
and with it had come the thought, what if 
Fortune, in one of the freaks for which she 
is famous, should have singled him out as the 
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heir to the lands and fortune which rightly 
should pass to Dorothy? Would it not be 
the very irony of fate? Cruel Dorothy, 
cruel in her kindness, even more than in 
her little freaks of tyranny or coldness, how 
little did she dream, that, without Aer, riches 
and lands, and even the honors which 
crown brave endeavor, would lose all their 
value I 

" Let us make friends. Miss Dorothy," he 
said at last, as he approached her ; and Doro- 
thy, who by this time had nearly recovered 
herself, looked up with a half-contrite, half- 
petulant expression. 

"Well, I suppose it will have to come 
to it," she said, and laughed. 

He sat down beside her; and she picked 
out the largest bunch of currants, and held 
it towards him daintily with her white 
fingers. 

" Is it a peace-offering ? " 

" K you like," she answered. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

AN INVITATION. 

"T^OTIE," said Mr. Rivers one morning, 
-L^' about a week after the episode with 
which our story opened, " we have an invi- 
tation to dine at the Laurels to-morrow. I 
forgot to tell you ; but you are provided 
with all the embellishments, I suppose ? not 
that I think my little girl needs any ; and, 
by-the-by, Vere has come home." 

" Oh I he has come ? " said Dorothy, with 
quickened interest; "and did you see him, 
papa? is he much changed? did you like 
him?" 

" I only saw him for five minutes : he 
came into the oflBce with his father. He is 
what you ladies would call a very handsome 
man, and quite the young man of the 
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period, I should say. I don't know that I 
was specially impressed by him." 

"Did he ask for me?" said Dorothy. 

"Yes, I think he did." 

" Of course he would not recognize me. 
Why ! it must be quite seven years since he 
went away. I remember him quite well. I 
never knew whether to like or dislike him." 

" Well, perhaps you will be able to decide 
the question now," said Mr. Rivers, laugh- 
ing. " You will see him to-morrow." 

Father and daughter were standing by 
the garden gate, waiting, as they sometimes 
did, for Rupert Vaughan. Just then his tall 
figure came in sight at the turn of the 
road. Mr. Rivers kissed Dorothy good-by, 
and joined his friend as he came up ; but the 
latter paused a moment to hand the young 
girl a fragrant bunch of sweetbrier, which 
he had gathered from a hedge in passing. 

"Any commissions in town. Miss Doro- 
thy?" 

" No, thanks. Well, yes : you might get 
me some pale-blue ribbon ; this shade, see." 
And she took a little ribbon from her 
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neck^ and handed it to him. " I would not 
trouble you, but you know papa is helpless 
in these matters." 

"You shall have it if the city contains 
it," he said gallantly; and, though buying 
woman's finery was scarcely a congenial 
occupation, yet he felt childishly glad to 
do the lady of his love the small service 
she deigned to intrust him with. 

.Now, Dorothy had suddenly called to mind 
that the ribbons which decorated a favorite 
dress of hers were somewhat faded, and 
she wanted to wear this dress to dinner at 
Mr. Bolden's on the morrow ; but it is 
doubtful whether the question of the new 
ribbons would have arisen in her mind, had 
not her father that morning chanced to 
mention the return of Vere Bolden. The 
dinners at the Laurels had never possessed 
much attraction for Dorothy : they had been 
rather regarded in the light of necessary 
evils. Mr. Bolden's invitations were kindly 
meant, no doubt, and to refuse them would 
have given offence ; so Mr. Rivers and 
Dorothy meekly underwent what, to both. 
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was somewhat of an infliction, — the almost 
oppressive hospitality of their host, whose 
prosperity Had kept pace with the years, 
and seemed to require a corresponding in- 
crease of grave pomposity. The few guests 
whom they met at Mr. Bolden's table were 
not of a kind to enliven the sumptuous 
entertainments, . — moneyed men, among 
whom the still more " moneyed " banker was 
king, and a few gorgeously attired wives and 
daughters, with whom Dorothy could find 
little in common, not to speak of the lady 
who took the late Mrs. Bolden's place at 
table, — a Mrs. Hole, the widow, Dorothy 
insisted, of a Baptist deacon, and who had 
managed domestic matters for Mr. Bolden 
ever since his wife's death, years ago, — a 
silent, solemn, watchful person, whose life 
was spent in carrying out Mr. Bolden's 
expressed wishes, and in endeavoring to 
discover those which he had not made 
known. 

A very handsome man, indeed, was Vere 
Bolden. Dorothy could not but recognize 
the fact as he turned to greet them, when 
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Mr. and Miss Rivers were announced. They 
were the earliest guests, and the young 
man was the only occupant of the huge 
drawing-room at the Laurels. He had been 
lounging in one of the window recesses, 
which looked out upon the exquisitely 
tended lawns and shrubberies about the 
house, every thing appearing at its best in 
the softened, tender light of the early even- 
ing : but Vere Bolden had not been enjoying 
the prospect ; and to an unseen observer it 
would have been puzzling that the heir to 
so much wealth, and one who had been 
apparently shielded from infancy from all 
the ills and cares which attack less favored 
mortals, should have worn such a dissat- 
isfied, and even harassed, look upon his 
handsome face. A not very friendly excla- 
mation rose to his lips at the sound of the 
early arrival. He was really in no humor to 
entertain these guests of his father, who 
were, in fact, as uncongenial to him, though 
from a very different stand-point, as they 
were to Dorothy herself. 
" Mr. and Miss Rivers." 
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Mr. Vere Bolden smoothed his ruffled 
countenance, and with easy courtesy ad- 
vanced to meet the guests. Dorothy Rivers, 
once his little playmate, then the damsel in 
her teens, whom he had by turns treated 
with schoolboy gallantry and schoolboy self- 
ishness, was scarcely a memory to him now. 
Life for the last seven years to him had been 
so crowded with pleasures and excitements, 
that there had been no room for a thought of 
her. And now he found himself face to face 
with a beautiful, graceful girl, combining the 
freshness almost of childhood with the uncon- 
scious ease of a well-bred woman. 

"You will hardly remember me, Mr. 
Bolden, " said the clear, pleasant voice, " it 
is so long since we met." 

*' Just for one moment I scarcely recog- 
nized you,*' he replied : " it is indeed a long 
time since we met, but it would take a good 
deal longer to make me forget you." 

The words came so naturally,' and he 
really believed them himself. At that mo- 
ment Mr. Bolden entered, and greeted Mr. 
Rivers and Dorothy with his usual gracious- 
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ness. Years had dealt leniently with Benja- 
min Bolden. There was little perceptible 
change in his appearance since the day when 
Arthur Rivers had first dined at his table, — 
a few more lines about the somewhat hard 
eyes, a little thinning of the black hair, an 
increase of portliness in figure. There was 
an increase, too, in the pomp of conscious 
prosperity which seemed to express itself in 
every motion of the white, fat hands, on one 
of which glistened a priceless solitaire, in the 
somewhat unctuous rather than genial smile, 
nay, in the very faultless broadcloth and 
snowy "fine linen" in which this modern 
Dives clothed himself. 

" Well, Miss Dorothy," he said, with that 
faint touch of condescension with which he 
addressed those whose lot was cast without 
the magic circle of wealth which he inhab- 
ited, "you are renewing your old acquaint- 
ance with Vere; ah! mutually grown out 
of recognition, I fancy ; " and his eye rested 
for a moment with a glance of intense pride 
upon his only son. 

"I think I should have recognized Mr. 
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Bolden anywhere," said Dorothy simply. 
" He looks older, of course, but otherwise is 
not much changed." 

" I cannot say the same of Miss Rivers," 
said Vere: "seven years have certainly 
wrought a decided change in her appear- 
ance." The smile and bow with which these 
words were accompanied were intended for, 
and only seen by, Dorothy, and conveyed 
so flattering a meaning that it was with a 
somewhat heightened color that she turned 
towards a window, remarking on the beauty 
of a group of choice foreign trees upon the 
lawn. While the elders conversed with 
each other, the two young people rapidly pro- 
gressed in their renewed acquaintance ; and 
the quarter of an hour which elapsed before 
the arrival of the other guests was to Vere 
Bolden one of the most agreeable which he 
had spent for a long time. Dorothy's beauty 
and her charm of manner were a most pleas- 
ing surprise to him ; and it was with a look 
of unfeigned disgust that he heard the 
announcement of Sir Charles and Lady Sprig- 
got, Mr. and the Misses Whitely, etc., and 
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found himself under the necessity of leav- 
ing Dorothy's side, and taking Lady Sprig- 
got, flashing in ruby satin and diamonds, 
to dinner. Dorothy fell to the share of a 
cadaverous-looking young man, whose name 
was Baffin, and whose father owned a silver- 
mine somewhere. She could not help com- 
paring this young gentleinan, to whom the 
task of entertaining her was evidently very 
terrible, with her vis-d-vis^ Vere Bolden. 
The look of anxiety and moodiness which 
had darkened his face while alone had given 
place to one of easy good-humor ; and, while 
paying due attention to his neighbor, his 
eyes more than once sought those of Doro- 
thy.. After dinner, as she sat apart, turn- 
ing over a book of engravings, he joined 
her. 

" Are you still living at the old place," he 
asked, "where I was privileged to spend a 
few well-remembered afternoons ? " 

It was wonderful how the sight of Doro- 
thy had refreshed Mr. Vere Bolden's memo- 
ry. Those afternoons were indeed long ago, 
while he was yet a curly-headed boy, petted 
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and indulged, and before he had ever gone 
to school. 

" Oh, yes ! " said Dorothy : " nothing could 
ever make my father leave the cottage. It 
is the only home I remember." 

^^ May I come some day to renew itcquaint- 
ance with it?" 

*' We shall be glad to show you its beau- 
ties," replied the young girl ; " though I must 
say that a traveller like yourself, who has 
seen so many delightful places, I fear will 
not be much impressed by it." 

^^ Hasn't somebody said that places always 
take the expression of their inhabitants? If 
so, I am sure your home must be delightful." 

The admiration conveyed in the young 
man's manner was a little too undisguised; 
and a shade of coldness crept into that of 
Dorothy, which he instantaneously detected. 

" You have just returned from the Levant, 
have you not? " she asked carelessly. 

**Yes: I was delayed at Smyrna longer 
than I wished, but the governor wanted me 
to see some of his business connections. 
Would you care to see some views of that 
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part of the world?" He brought her a port- 
folio of beautiful photographs ; and Dorothy 
was soon deeply interested in the views 
of places, which, as she said, she longed to 
see in reality, while the young man dilated 
upon them, sometimes feigning a greater 
knowledge than he possessed personally, for 
the sake of the sweet, eager face bending 
over the pictures. How quickly the evening 
had passed ! Not once had Dorothy stolen 
glances at a clock to see whether it were time 
to leave ; and it was her father who, to-night, 
reminded her of the lateness of the hour. 

"And how did you like Vere Bolden, 
Dotie?" asked Mr. Rivers, as they drove 
homeward through the soft, clouded summer 
night. " I noticed that you were talking to 
him a good deal." 

" I think I like him, papa. He is certainly 
very pleasant, and, as you said, very hand- 
sonae." 

" Then, he helped to make the evening less 
dull than usual to you ? " 

*' Yes, he did, really ; and how about my 
dear old daddy?" she asked, with sudden 
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compunction. Did you find it very tire- 
some ? " 

"Well, passably so," he said, laughing: 
"but, happily, Bolden's hospitalities are, after 
all, like angels' visits ; it will be some time 
before another invitation." 
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CHAPTER V. 

VERB BOLDEN, 

"T^O we ever think how differently some of 
-^-^ the people we know might have turned 
out under different circumstances? how we 
ourselves have been moulded by our bring- 
ing-up and surroundings? The evil in us 
may not have been called forth, or the good 
may have been stifled by unpropitious influ- 
ences, until we have become the very oppo- 
site of what might have been predicted of us. 
Vere Bolden, under firm and faithful guid- 
ance, with judicious control to counteract the 
temptations of wealth, and, on the other hand, 
with more of true freedom to develop some 
of the characteristics of his nature, might 
have become one of those who raise their 
voice, and use their God-given powers against 
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the evil in the world. As it was, he stood 
not much beyond the threshold of manhood, 
with a spoiled youth behind him, his life 
marred with some actions the thought of 
which must raise a blush of hot shame upon 
the cheek of any not utterly callous, and 
entangled in difficulties from which he saw 
no way of escape that would not add to the 
record against him. 

In the bringing-up of his son, Benjamin 
B olden had committed grievous errors, — 
errors which had indeed brought forth bitter 
fruit. The one which would tell most 
against himself was, that he had always acted 
upon the principle of keeping not only the 
control, but the knowledge, of his affairs so 
completely to himself that his son was virtu- 
ally a stranger to his father's interests. The 
love of power, or the love of money, which 
he considered its equivalent, was the ruling 
passion of the banker's life. His love for his 
son ranked next, — blind, love which expressed 
itself in unwise indulgence, but which had 
failed to modify the still stronger passion. 
There was no need, as the father had mapped 
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out his son's life, for any special business 
knowledge, beyond what would be required 
for the management of the wealth which 
he would inherit. It was not Benjamin 
Bolden's intention that his son should follow 
in his footsteps as a money-maker. No: 
Vere's life was to be, as it were, the lustrous 
fruit of all these years of patient accumula- 
tion and success. Vere must enter Parlia- 
ment, must take his place in the world in 
which the banker, with all his wealth, did not 
feel quite in his element ; and he himself would 
go on to the end, which seemed a long way 
off, enjoying the consciousness, that, if he so 
willed it, he could make and unmake many 
of the men who held some of those "high 
places" before the eyes of the world. 

The first warning which Vere's father had 
received that his son was abusing his privi- 
leges was contained in a letter from Paris, 
about a year after his leaving college, in 
which the young man, with admirable cool- 
ness, asked for a large increase in his money 
supplies. The banker was fairly taken aback 
for a while. Vere's income was more than lib- 
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eral, — some would have thought it lavish, — 
and his requiring so much more proved that 
he must be squandering it. After some re- 
flection, a letter was penned, which, to the 
son, was a revelation of an unknown side of 
his father's character. " Had I, in my youth," 
it said, "acted as you are acting now, you 
would probably at this time be a pauper, 
instead of the son of a wealthy man. I take 
it for granted, however, that it has been mere 
thoughtlessness, not wilfulness, on your part ; 
and, instead of upbraiding you, I shall now 
so plainly tell you my intentions that hence- 
forward there can be no mistake. The in- 
come which I have allowed you has been so 
liberal as to leave a wide margin for the ordi- 
nary extravagances of youth ; but if you have 
gone so far beyond this as to have run your- 
self into debt, send me a statement of your 
liabilities, and I will this once defray them. 
But you must no longer misunderstand me. 
Never again must such an appeal be made to 
me. It will be utterly useless ; and you will 
have to wait for my death, which may be dis- 
tant, for the means of launching into folly. 
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And remember, too, that what you receive 
then will depend upon your regard or disre- 
gard of my wishes now." 

From that time Vere Bolden had never 
made any further demands upon his father's 
liberality. The very indulgence which had 
always been accorded him made the check 
which he had received the more telling in 
its effects. Those debts, how contracted his 
father never inquired, were paid; and the 
young man promised himself that he would 
never again place himself in a like position, 
all the more seriously because he believed 
fully that his father had meant to the very 
letter what he said. And for a while the 
promise had been kept. But the habit of 
self-indulgence had gained too great a mas- 
tery over Vere Bolden to be subdued by 
any motive save the highest, and that was 
lacking. 

Since then he had been travelling on the 
Continent and in the East. It had always 
formed part of his father's plans respecting 
him, that he should have every advantage and 
experience calculated to fit him for occupying 
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a prominent position in the world. Intellect- 
ually he was well equipped, and in person 
gifted with unusual attractions. It was no 
wonder that the father felt his ambition for 
his son to be fully justified. 

Before Vere's recent return they had not 
met for four years. The last time had been 
in Vienna, whither Mr. Bolden had gone to 
sec his son before his departure for the East. 
Up to that time Vere had kept out of any 
serious diflSculties. Handsome anj bright, 
in the pride of his early manhood, and full 
of glad anticipation, he had never appeared 
to better advantage; and Benjamin Bolden 
felt an inordinate pride in his oflfspring. He 
rejoiced, too, in his belief that he had thor- 
oughly checked in its beginning Vere's ex- 
travagant notions of his claims upon him; 
and they parted excellent friends, Vere amply 
supplied with the means for pursuing his 
travels at his leisure, and according to his 
inclinations. "Lord of himself," then, the 
young man had since spent four years, in 
which he might have felt the truth of what 
the poet adds, when he calls this freedom ^^a 
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heritage of woe." The world had spread its 
bright snares about him, its pleasures and its 
pomps ; and he had drunk freely of the cup 
which leaves so bitter an after-taste. The 
last few months he had spent in Paris, still 
delaying his return to England ; and it was 
in yielding to the fascinations which there 
beset him that he had placed himself in a 
position, the thought of which sometimes 
gave him a feeling akin to despair. Gam- 
bling debts of a magnitude which was sim- 
ply appalling had been there contracted by 
him ; and as each succeeding day brought 
the term nearer when he had pledged himself 
to meet them, while the impossibility of ap- 
plying to his father forced itself more and 
more upon him, he began to be haunted by 
the Nemesis that follows, with unfailing steps, 
every crime or folly with which we burden 
our lives. 

The sight of Dorothy Rivers in her fresh 
beauty had diverted his thoughts from his 
difiBculties ; and he yielded to the impression 
of the moment, the more unreservedly be- 
cause it was an untold relief to rid himself 
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of the haunting thoughts which pursued him. 
She seemed to be an antidote to his mental 
perplexities; and while thinking of her he 
succeeded, for the time being, in banisliing 
his spectres. 
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A PLEASANT VISIT. 

"T^OROTHY was feeding her pet pigeons 
-'-^ upon the lawn, making a charming 
picture in her pretty, simple dress and broad- 
brimmed hat. A step upon the garden path 
made her look up; and, at the unexpected 
sight of Mr. Vere Bolden, she started and 
blushed a little. 

" You see. Miss Rivers, I have taken you 
at your word. You said I might come to 
see you." 

" I am sorry papa is not in," said Dorothy, 
as she held out her hand: "he is always 
engaged at your father's office until after this 
hour, and does not get home till towards 
evening sometimes." 

Vere Bolden expressed some polite regret 
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at Mr. Rivera's absence, but stated that his 
visit was specially to Miss Rivers if she 
would accept it. 

" What a charming spot this is I " he con- 
tinued, looking somewhat vaguely in the 
direction of the highroad. 

" You need not consider yourself under the 
necessity of admiring it," said Dorothy. " I 
myself am not so prejudiced in its favor as 
to suppose that a stranger, especially one 
who has seen half the beautiful places in the 
world, must go into raptures over it. Still, 
in our eyes it is very pretty, I suppose 
because it is our home." 

" Will you let me walk through the gar^ 
den with you? " 

"Certainly;" and Dorothy led the way 
across the shaded lawn, and along the wind- 
ing paths between her pretty flower-beds. 
Their progress was very slow; for Vere 
Bolden found something to say at almost 
every step, causing Dorothy to turn and 
answer, now with her low, sweet laugh, 
now with some bright rejoinder. It was the 
stillest of summer afternoons^ but npt oppres- 
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sively warm: the air was full of the per- 
fume of flowers, and blackbirds and thrushes 
sang among the trees, as though London 
were a hundred miles away. 

To Vere Bolden there was a keen charm 
of novelty and contrast with previous expe- 
rience in Dorothy and her surroundings ; and 
again he felt in her presence that release 
from the pressing, almost desperate anxie- 
ties which tormented him. To Dorothy, 
too, there was an added sense of enjoyment. 
Was she not fancy free ? and was it not 
natural that the society of this very hand- 
some and agreeable man, who could talk so 
well and pleasantly, should be acceptable to 
a young, joyous girl? Add, besides, there 
was the subtle sense that he admired her; 
and admiration possessed a chann for Doro- 
thy. Then there was the fact of their hav- 
ing known each other intimately in what 
seemed to her the "long ago" of child- 
hood; and it was this, perhaps, which, more 
than any thing else, contributed to the pleas- 
ure of their renewed acquaintance. An 
hour so spent may sometimes suffice to ripen 
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acquaintance into intimacy more than many 
days would do under other circumstances. 

After loitering to and fro for some time, 
they found themselves, as Dorothy said, 
"outside the domain of the beautiful," 
amongst the homely bushes of the vegetable 
garden, where she had been gathering the 
currants that day when Rupert Vaughan 
had found her with a tear-stained face, and 
had come to make peace with her. There 
was the seat, too, under the lilacs, where she 
had given him some of her currants, and had 
made friends with him. Truly, a strange and 
complex thing is the female heart. Sud- 
denly the remembrance of Rupert Vaughan, 
as he had looked that day, smote Dorothy 
with a sort of pain ; and some laughing 
speech that she was making remained half- 
spoken. It was but a flash of thought, but 
so keen a flash that she saw herself for a 
moment as never before. How harsh, how 
unjust and cruel, had she been to him, her 
old, tried friend, that day ! 

Vere Bolden was looking at her curiously : 
he noted a sudden change in the speaking 
face. 
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"That is a charming seat in the shade of 
those bushes," he said : " do you ever invite 
your guests to rest there ? " 

" No," said Dorothy : " the kitchen garden 
is ordinarily sacred to me and Katy, our old 
servant; and she resents the intrusion of 
ordinary mortals." 

" Even if one is a little tired with a long 
walk ? " asked Vere, with a pleading look in 
his dark eyes. 

"Yes: because she would say there are 
seats on the lawn, and 'there is the house 
to rest in ; ' and, indeed, Mr. B olden, I am 
ashamed not to have invited you in at first. 
Will you come in now, and wait till papa 
returns? He will be back soon." 

But Mr. Bolden felt no special desire to 
see Mr. Rivers. 

" My stroll with you has been the most de- 
lightful sort of rest," he said ; " and I fear 
that I must go soon to catch the train. I 
have enjoyed my visit intensely i" and as 
Dorothy laughed to hide some slight confu- 
sion at the fervency of his manner, he added, 
" You can hardly imagine what a delightful 
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impression this home of yours has made upon 
me : it must be that there is some spell about 
it." 

He was lingering near her by the gate ; 
she, truth to tell, pleased to have him linger. 

^' It must be the spell of a summer day and 
sunshine," she said with pretty coquetry. 

"But summer days and sunshine do not, 
as a general thing, affect me in this way — 
no, it must be the association with the days 
I spent here with you long ago: they seem 
to be renewed." 

Had Dorothy possessed any knowledge of 
Vere Bolden, she would have taken this 
pretty speech for what it was worth ; yet he 
was not wholly insincere in making it, and 
it was his own partial belief in it which 
made it sound true to Dorothy. 

" I am glad you are not one of those who 
forget old times," she said, as she gave him 
her hand to say good-by. 

" And may I come again ? " 

" I should be glad to see you. But come 
when papa is at home : he will be sorry to 
have missed you." 
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With one more glance and smile he went 
away, leaving Dorothy not quite the same 
Dorothy as before his visit. 

On his way to the station he encountered 
Mr. Rivers and Rupert Vaughan walking 
leisurely homeward : the older man, as was 
his custom of late, had taken the arm of his 
companion. It was with some surprise that 
Mr. Rivers recognized Vere Bolden, who 
on his part had been scrutinizing the tall 
stranger, as they approached each other. 

" A glorious evening, Mr. Rivers. I have 
been paying my respects to your daughter : 
sorry not to have found you at home, though 
I might have known that you did not leave 
town so early." 

Mr. Rivers not very cordially replied, that, 
there being rather a press of business just 
then, he could not return until somewhat 
late, but hoped he should be more fortunate 
in being at home another time, should Mr. 
Bolden find his way to the cottage again. 

"Which I hope to do," rejoined Vere. 
" Do you know, Mr. Rivers, I have never for- 
gotten your kindness to me when I was a 
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little fellow, nor the jolly afternoons which 
I spent occasionally at your house when you 
took me out of town with you. I was- saying 
so to Miss Rivers just now. It is surprising 
how such memories stick to one." 

"No doubt, no doubt," said Mr. Rivers, 
but still without the warmth of manner 
which such a sentiment might have been ex- 
pected to.evoke. 

" I shall look you up at the oflBce in a day 
or so. I have really too much idle time on 
my hands just now ; and, by the by, I should 
like to consult you about Mudborough." 

This was said rapidly ; and with a friendly 
wave of the hand Mr. Vere Bolden quickened 
his steps, as the far-off whistle of the up- 
train sounded. 

For a few moments not a word was spoken 
by the two friends. Rupert Vaughan was 
tasting the first bitterness of a new pain, — 
a pang of jealousy. This fellow, with his 
handsome face, — this man of the world, with 
his perfumed elegance and easy assurance, — 
had been spending how long a time with 
Dorothy? What impression had he made 
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upon her? Rupert knew, of course, of their 
meeting at dinner at Mr. Bolden's; and al- 
ready there existed some undefined suspicion 
in his mind respecting him, but now it had . 
acquired, in an instant, a definite shape, 
which tortured him. 

" So that is Mr. Vere Bolden?" he said at 
last. 

"Yes: by the by, I did not introduce 

you." 

" I was by no means anxious for an intro- 
duction." 

There was a harshness in the tone which 
made Mr. Rivers glance at his companion. 

" You were not very favorably impressed ? 
Well, I must candidly say, neither am I. I 
knew him as a child and a youth, and, from 
his bringing-up, did not expect great things 
of his manhood. But perhaps I misjudge 
him." 

Rupert Vaughan was too generous not to 
feel angered with himself for his prejudice. 

" I do not presume to pronounce an opin- 
ion," he said: "he is a fine-looking fellow 
certainly, and may possess qualities as good 
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as his looks. Our antipathies are sometimes 
unfounded." 

" Antipathy is a strong word to apply in 
the present case, is it not?" said Mr. Rivers, 
wondering at his friend's altered manner. 

" Yes ; but, to be honest, I fear I cannot 
withdraw it." 

Little more was said until they reached 
the cottage. 

Dorothy was standing in the porch, as she 
had stood that day when Rupert Vaughan 
had first seen her in her childish beauty. 
Her hands were full of flowers, which she 
had been gathering; and she walked down 
the broad pathway leading to the gate when 
she saw the two men standing there. 

"Won't you come in and dine with us 
this evening?" she said to Rupert Vaughan, 
with more than the wonted kindness in her 
eyes. " Katy has excelled herself to-day in 
her preparations, for this is papa's birth- 
day." 

" Thank you, not to-night." 

" Nonsense, man," said Mr. Rivers: "you 
are in the blues. Insist upon his coming, 
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Dotie : he has worked hard all day, and can 
well spare us this evening." 

At another time Dorothy would have said, 
in her loftiest manner, that Mr. Vaughan 
must please himself; but tliis evening, some- 
how, she was different. 
^ " You must not refuse on a hirthday^^^ she 
6aid, still looking up at him. "Birthdays 
must not be treated lightly, or set aside for 
some horrid old law-case." And Rupert 
Vaughan yielded. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

YEBE MAKES FBIENDS. 

A DAY or two after this, Vere Bolden 
fulfilled his promise of looking Mr. 
Rivers up at his father's place of business. 
The elegant young *' man of leisure " looked 
strangely out of place in the business at- 
mosphere which pervaded the not especially 
cheerful and very unaesthetic room where 
Mr. Rivers was content to spend a good 
many hours of each day, as he had spent 
them for many a long year past, bending his 
placid face over long arrays of figures and 
business papers. His employer's private of- 
fice adjoined that of his " confidential " clerk ; 
and Mr. Bolden was daily in the habit, be-, 
fore leaving town, which he did early in the 
afternoon, of having an interview with him. 

65 
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To-day Vere Bolden had seen his father as 
he stepped into a cab on his way to the sta* 
tion, and had watched it out of sight, before 
he, in his turn, sought Mr. Rivers. Dogged, 
as it were, at every step by the secret and 
terrible anxieties which pursued him, it was 
with some vague and formless notion, that, 
through Mr. Rivers, he might possibly ac- 
quire some knowledge of his father's affairs, 
which might in some way prove of use to 
him, that the young man determined to 
ingratiate himself with Dorothy's father. 
Mixed up with this feeling, there was also 
the thought of Dorothy herself. To be on 
friendly terms with Mr. Rivers would be the 
only means, he felt instinctively, of being 
on terms of intimacy with his daughter ; and 
not even his terrible perplexities could make 
him forget the charm of this girl, whose 
higher nature, in its strength and tender- 
ness, was, and ever would be, a sealed book 
to Vere Bolden. 

" I hope I shall not be in your way, Mr. 
Rivers,'' said the young man with all the 
easy good-nature of manner he could a£h 
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some, when, on Mr. Rivera's invitation to 
" come in," he entered the office. Mr. Rivers 
greeted the son of his ch^ politely, but not 
cordially. 

*^ Sit down, Mr. Bolden : I shall be at your 
service in a very few moments;*' and he 
stooped over his desk again, while Vere Bol- 
den amused himself by taking a survey of 
the rather dingy apartment. Oh, to have, 
for a day, for an hour, the control of money 
which this old man possessed in his father's 
name ! The thought, the desire, seized him 
with such sudden force that the blood rushed 
to his cheek and forehead, and, retreating 
again, left him paler than his wont. Oh 
that he could put an end to this torment, 
this feeling of being hedged in without any 
escape, this almost certainty of exposure and 
disgrace I The thought of throwing him- 
self upon his father's clemency never came 
to him, except as a sort of mockery, so thor- 
oughly had Benjamin Bolden succeeded in 
impressing his son with the belief in his 
iron determination, and so conscious was 
Vere that the generous and even lavish al- 
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lowance which his father had made him left 
him without a shadow of excuse. 

Such situations in the lives of us mortals 
are truly the Devil's opportunities. It is 
when, through our own wilfulness, we have 
succeeded in putting away from us the influ- 
ences for good with which we were sur- 
rounded, and in silencing the voice which 
has so persistently spoken of higher aims and 
joys than those to which we have surrendered 
ourselves, when the bitterness of some self- 
made misery comes to render us doubly 
helpless, that the Prince of evil encompasses 
us with his dark forces, and finds an easy 
entrance, through the broken ramparts and 
ruined gateways, into the citadel of our 
souls. 

All unconscious of the tumult of feeling 
which possessed the mind of his visitor, Mr. 
Rivers continued engaged for a few moments 
with his accounts ; then, folding some papers, 
and placing them in his desk, he locked it, 
and turned to Vere Bolden. " Your father 
left only ten minutes before you came in," 
he said: ^^ you must have just missed him/' 
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Something strange in the expression of the 
handsome face before him produced a pass- 
ing sensation of discomfort or surprise in 
Mr. Rivers ; but even as he noticed it, it was 
gone. 

" I saw him drive off," said Vere ; " but my 
visit was especially intended to you, Mr. 
Rivers, if I am not encroaching on your 
time. The fact is, mine hangs a little heavily 
upon my hands just now. My father, I be- 
lieve, is negotiating about the purchase of 
some property, which he hopes will some 
day constitute a claim upon the support of 
the Mudborough people to get me into Par- 
liament ; but, as you know, he has never been 
in the habit of allowing me any share in 
business, even relating to myself. Has it 
never struck you that he has kept me a little 
too much in the dark about things ? '* Vere 
Bolden had struck the right chord for awak- 
ing a feeling of cordiality in Mr. Rivers. 
The latter had always held that the bringing- 
up of the banker's son had been, from first 
to last, a mistake ; and though he would not 
have encouraged, by a word, any feeling of 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



70 DOROTHY. 

discontent, or disloyalty to his father, in Vere 
Bolden, yet the latter saw in a moment the 
change to a kindlier expression in his face. 

" Your father has not educated you with 
any thought of your one day taking his place. 
When you were still quite a little fellow, he 
used to speak to me sometimes of his views 
for your future. You are to reap the benefit 
of his labors." And then he added, " He is 
a most generous father.'' 

" I have certainly no grounds of complaint 
on that score," said Vere, with a forced smile. 
" Only in our relation to each other he has 
treated me too much in the spirit of a despot, 
— a most gracious and generous one, no 
doubt, but still making me fully aware that 
he is absolute." 

" But surely he has left you free enough 
to follow your inclinations." 

" Oh, yes ! " and Vere laughed a hard, care- 
less laugh. "The chain has been a very 
long one, and, I must say, easily worn, and 
invisible to the ordinary beholder. In fact, 
till I came to man's estate, I did not realize 
it myself; but let us change the subject. 
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Can you tell me any thing about this Mud- 
borough business? Do you know any thing 
of the place itself? " 

From that day Vere Bolden was on a far 
more friendly footing with Mr. Rivers, — in 
fact, a sort of intimacy grew up between 
them, not encouraged by the older man, but 
persistently fostered by the younger. Ben- 
jamin Bolden did not think it strange that 
his son should have fallen into the habit of 
occasionally calling at his place of business, 
though formerly he had but seldom been 
seen there. Sometimes father and son re- 
turned home together, more frequently Vere 
had an engagement which detained him in 
town, but oftenest it was after his father's de- 
parture that he would drop in to Mr. Rivers's 
office. The latter, if engaged, went on with 
his work. He grew accustomed to the young 
man's frequent visits, and felt less and less 
disposed to distrust him. 

One evening, when Dorothy and her father 
had strolled out to enjoy the soft twilight in 
the meadows, from which the high-road only 
separated them, they were joined by Rupert 
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Vaughan, who had been on his way to the 
cottage. He had not visited his friends as 
frequently of late, and, when Mr. Rivers or 
Dorothy had taken him to task, had pleaded 
pressure of work. He was, indeed, working 
very hard : clients were no longer rare with 
Rupert Vaughan, who had been steadily and 
surely gaining ground in his profession all 
these years past; but he had worked with 
redoubled energy these last weeks, in his 
effort to put an end to the tyranny which his 
love for Dorothy exercised over him. The 
day on which he had met Vere Bolden, after 
the latter's visit to the cottage, had begun a 
new and painful chapter in Rupert's relation 
to Dorothy. The eyes of love are only too 
quick to discern any change in the beloved 
one ; and that there was a subtle change in 
Dorothy, — one which her father, with all 
his tenderness, was unconscious of, — Rupert 
did not fail to perceive. There was a shade 
of difference in her manner to himself which 
made her more charming than ever, yet gave 
him an indescribable feeling of hopelessness. 
She was kinder to him than had been her 
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wont, but less disposed to tease him with 
her little tyrannies; and there was just a 
suspicion of dreaminess about her, which was 
a new feature in the mischievous, laughter- 
loving girl. 

And Rupert Vaughan knew that Vere Bol- 
den's visit to the cottage had been repeated 
twice, thrice, perhaps many times. One 
evening, as he himself had approached the 
gate, he had seen him pass out, and turn 
again to smile and lift his hat to Dorothy ; 
and Rupert had retraced his steps without 
being seen, and wandered solitary, and filled 
with an unspeakable loneliness and bitter- 
ness, through the fields and by the brook-side 
until late into the night. It was the old, old 
story, so trite in the telling, so commonplace, 
and yet to the actors so full of intensest in- 
terest, and which, to the world's end, will be 
ever new in its joy and sorrow. 

This evening, then, as Mr. Rivers and his 
daughter loitered through the fields in the 
soft twilight, Rupert Vaughan joined them. 

" Were you really on your way to see 
us ? " asked Dorothy, with an astonished air. 
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"You have given us up so thoroughly for 
these last weeks, that I was beginning to 
think we had, in some way, grievously of- 
fended you. I have been going over the 
whole list of my misdoings, tp try and dis- 
cover the special cause of your absence." 

" It is very kind in you to take so much 
trouble in connection with my unworthy 
self," replied Rupert. 

"Which is a polite way of saying that my 
offences are so numerous that passing them 
in review is a serious matter," laughed Doro- 
thy. " Well, you know I have never set up 
as a * perfect woman, nobly planned.' " 

" No, you have at least that merit." 

" It is comforting to know, papa, that Mr. 
Vaughan has not forgotten the art of paying 
delicate compliments." 

" I hope it is comforting to him to see that 
you have not forgotten how to be saucy," 
said Mr. Rivers, enjoying, as he always did, 
this little war of words between his daughter 
and their friend. "By the by, Vaughan, I 
have a holiday to-morrow, and am going to 
take Dorothy to Richmond. Will you join 
us?" 
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When, before, had Rupert Vaughan ever 
hesitated to make one of the little party 
which had so often spent delightful hours 
under the wide-spreading boughs and on the 
green slopes of Richmond, or floated dream- 
ily on the winding waters of the Thames? 
Too gladly had he always accepted such invi- 
tations ; but now he felt, with a keen pang, 
that it had been well for him had he never 
done so. 

"I should be delighted, Mr. Rivers," he 
said, "but I fear it will be quite impossible 
to-morrow : I — I have an engagement with 
a client which I cannot put ofiF." 

*' Why, man, what h.as come over you ? " 
said Mr. Rivers. "I shall begin to think, 
with Dorothy, that we have done something 
to offend you." But Dorothy began to be a 
little hurt, as well as puzzled. 

"Don't worry Mr. Vaughan, papa," she 
said: "he knows his own affairs best. We 
must not be so vain as to suppose that our 
society is such an attraction as to make him 
alter any of his arrangements." 

They could only dimly see each other's 
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features in the gathering dusk ; but Rupert 
Vaughan involuntarily turned towards Doro- 
thy, as if to read her face. 

"I don't quite deserve that speech, Miss 
Dorothy," he answered. 

" Then, why not come with us ? " she said, 
with some of her old petulance. 

"Because I really cannot put off the en- 
gagement I speak of, and also because I am 
somewhat out of sorts. I have been work- 
ing a little too hard of late, and I am going 
away for a change of scene and a little com- 
plete idleness. I was going to the cottage 
to tell you so. I think of taking, the night 
express up to Scotland to-morrow." 

"Going awayl" exclaimed Mr. Rivers, 
while Dorothy echoed his words. "Well, 
you have certainly earned a holiday ; but I 
have got to be such a hum-drum old man, 
and so well contented with this uniform life 
of ours, that I never contemplated your feel- 
ing differently. We shall miss you terribly, 
of course. I don't know how I shall get on 
without you. However, your absence will 
not be very long, I suppose." 
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*' I hope not. I am not going from choice, 
but because I trust the change may make a 
new man of me." 

" Where are you going ? " asked Dorothy. 

"I can scarcely say. Probably to the 
Ultima Thule^ to the farthest of the Scottish 
Isles: I have a notion that there must be 
something renovating in those solitary, silent 
places of the earth. Or it may be that I 
shall take a trip to the Continent. I remem- 
ber a glorious excursion up the Lahn when 
I was a lad, which has always haunted me." 

They had turned in the direction of the 
cottage, and Rupert Vaughan walked with 
them to the gate. 

" Shall I say good-by now, Miss Dorothy ? 
Do you leave early for Richmond to-mor- 
row?" 

"Yes: papa has business in town before 
we go there." 

He held out his hand, and Dorothy laid 
hers within it. 

" Who knows," she said, half wistfully, half 
jestingly, "whether we shall be here when 
you come back ? " 
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« 

He held the little hand for a moment in 
his strong grasp. " Good-by, Dorothy. God 
bless you ! " And Dorothy said good-by with 
a half sob in her voice. 
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THE PLUNGE TAKEN. 

ON the morrow, then, Rupert Vaughan 
set forth in quest of what he was not 
likely to find, the " heart's-ease " of which 
Dorothy had robbed him ; and, being a man 
of very determined purpose, he endeavored 
faithfully to attain his object. He lived as 
far as possible outside himself; he sought 
scenes of interest and beauty, and did not 
shun the new acquaintances which the chances 
of travel threw in his way ; he visited, too, 
some of those spots which fashion has not yet 
vulgarized by making them the haunts of 
mere pleasure-seekers, — spots too diflScult of 
access as yet to be disfigured by the appli- 
ances of ease and enjoyment (so called) which 
the modern toij^^t de;aw4s, ja^i^d where Na- 
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tiire, in her serenity and majesty, draws near 
to the heart of her votary. Physically and 
mentally Rupert Vaughan was benefited by 
his travels; but the tyranny which he had 
hoped to escape still held sway over him, and 
Dorothy was not to be displaced from the 
throne she occupied in the secret chambers of 
his heart. He resisted, however, the tempta- 
tion, which frequently beset him, to curtail the 
period of his absence. Having passed some 
weeks among the lakes in Scotland, he went 
over to the Continent, revisited some of his 
boyish haunts in Rhineland, and even pro- 
ceeded to the Tyrol, where it was his purpose 
to spend the remainder of the long vacation. 
To Mr. Rivers and his daughter the depart- 
ure of their friend was no small event. He 
had become, as it were, part of their lives, 
and, until the last few weeks, had been their 
constant and familiar companion. Had not 
a new interest begun of late to stir Dorothy's 
heart with vague and hitherto unknown emo- 
tions, she would doubtless have wondered and 
fretted more over the change in Rupert 
Vaughan : even as it was, she thought of it 
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very frequently, and felt a keen regret at his 
leaving while this mysterious cloud was still 
between them. When he had bidden her 
good-by, the evening before his departure, 
she went up to her room, and there, kneeling 
by her bed, had shed some bitter tears, for 
which she could not have accounted to her- 
self. There was some dim regret and self- 
reproach mixed up with the consciousness 
that Rupert Vaughan seemed to be unhappy 
and unlike himself, and Dorothy sobbed like 
a child that cannot rightly explain its own 
sorrow. 

But the morning dawned bright and cloud- 
less, and Dorothy shook off the impressions 
of the previous evening. She was up betimes, 
and looking prettier even than her wont in 
the dainty costume which she had chosen for 
their trip to Richmond. 

"I am sorry Vaughan will not be with 
us to-day," said Mr. Rivers, as he looked 
in the direction of the farmhouse, whose roof 
was just visible among a distant group of 
trees. 

" Yes," said Dorothy resentfully ; " and I 
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must say, I think he might have put ofif his 
journey for one day on our account." 

Arrived in the city, Mr. Rivers took Doro- 
thy — a very unusual thing with liim — to 
the counting-house. There were some letters 
to be written before he felt he could conscien- 
tiously enjoy his holiday. He drew one of 
the office-chairs to the window for Dorothy. 

" Amuse yourself with the ' Times ' as best 
you can, Dotie," he said, " while I get through 
my letters." 

" What an ugly room my dear old father 
spends so much of his life in ! " exclaimed 
Dorothy, as she looked round at the dull 
walls and unattractive " fittings " of Mr. Riv- 
ers's office. " It is a shame that you should 
have to work so hard for me. I hate to think 
of your days being spent here." 

Mr. Rivers looked up from his desk with 
that pleasant smile of his. 

" A second nature, — a second nature, 
Dotie," he said: "it has become part of my 
life to work here. For three and twenty 
years — only think, before you were born — 
I have scarcely missed a day. I learned to 
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love the work, first because it was for your 
mother, then for you, and, by degrees, I 
verily think for itself. As one grows old, 
I suppose one becomes wedded to such quiet 
routine. Then, there is always the thought 
of our pleasant home, and of my saucy little 
girl awaiting me there." 

" You deserve a hug for that," said Doro- 
thy ; " but I will refrain, as you have to write 
your letters." 

Instead of reading the paper, however, she 
sat and watched him stooping over his writ- 
ing. How silvery white his hair had grown 1 
what a dear, calm face he had ! she thought. 
Oh, the cruel, cruel plan of parting them, as 
her grand-uncle would have done ; of taking 
his little girl away from him ; of robbing his 
old age of its joy and comfort! She had 
not been half good enough to him, had not 
been half grateful for his tender love and 
care; but, God helping her, she would be 
more and more to him from henceforth. 

Very often, in the after-time, Dorothy 
thought of that quiet hour, of herself as she 
sat there watching and thinking, and of her 
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father at his work, — the T^ork which had 
grown to be so familiar and even congenial, 
as to be, he said, a part of his life. 

"You have been as quiet as a mouse," 
said Mr. Rivers, when he had finished his 
letters. "I didn't think, Dotie, that you 
could be so sedately silent. Now I shall be 
able to enjoy our day together. I think I 
shall leave you here till I return with a car- 
riage. You will not mind being left in the 
company of those old friends of mine?" 
and he pointed, laughing, to some huge 
ledgers, and, with a sweep of the hand, in- 
cluded his desk, and some dingy safes ranged 
against the wall. " I shall not be long." 

" No, don't be long," said Dorothy : " for I 
am sure they don't want me ; they know I'm 
their natural enemy. Shall I lock myself in, 
papa ? " 

"You are perfectly safe here, but do as 
you like." 

He closed the door behind him ; and Doro- 
thy, with a curious little shiver of loneliness, 
heard him descend the two long flights of 
stairs, and let himself out into the street. 
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She turned the key in the lock, and then 
went and sat down in her father's chair, 
and laid her arms upon the desk where he 
had written so long — so very long, it seemed 
to Dorothy. Before she was born he had 
worked here for her mother, — the sweet 
mother of whom he had so often told her, 
and whom she herself dimly remembered. 

The young girl had fallen into a deep 
reverie, a reverie in which the image of Vere 
Bolden had begun to mingle, when a spring- 
ing step upon the stairs made her start ner- 
vously, and listen. The rooms occupied by 
the other clerks were below, her father had 
told her ; but to-day was a holiday for them 
all. Was any one coming to her father? 
Yes : the step mounted the second flight, and 
stopped upon the landing. There was a 
light tap at the door; and while she hesi- 
tated for an instant before opening it, a voice 
which she had learned to know well within 
the last month or two said, "Will you let 
me in. Miss Rivers ? " Then blushing, and 
even trembling a little, Dorothy unlocked 
the door, and Vere Bolden stood before her. 
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" You startled me, Mr. Bolden," she said. 
" I was foolish enough to feel a little fright- 
ened when I heard a step. Did you meet 
papa?" 

" Yes, by the happiest chance. I met him 
on his way to get a carriage, He told me I 
should find you here, and here I am." 

There was a slight confusion in the young 
man's manner ; and he was a little pale, with 
an eager look in his eyes. 

It was not unnatural that the thought 
should touch Dorothy, like a flash of light, 
that it was their meeting which caused this, 
and that, in consequence, the flush should 
deepen on her own fair face. 

"You have not told me yet that I may 
come in," he said ; and Dorothy, who had, in- 
deed, been standing in the doorway, stepped 
aside, laughing. 

" Well, since you are Mr. Vere Bolden, I 
suppose I cannot refuse you admittance," 
she said ; " and you may share the responsi- 
bility with me." 

She took her fonner seat at the window, 
and he the one which she had vacated be- 
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fore her father's desk, on which the letters 
he had written were still lying. 

Yere Bolden had reached a crisis in his 
life. The clouds which threatened him were 
just about to burst upon him; and he was 
ready, as a desperate man, to seize -any way 
of escape from the storm. His mind was in 
a whirl of passionate excitement, and he stood 
as one pursued who is about to take a leap 
into an abyss. Yet even now the presence 
of Dorothy moved him. He noted the pure 
beauty of her face, her musical voice, her 
girlish grace ; and he felt, even now, that she 
was diflferent from any of the women he had 
known. 

" You are going to Richmond, your father 
tells me," he said, looking at her rather wist- 
fully. 

" Yes : we always enjoy a day in the park, 
and I think it does him good." 

"You will have a glorious day. How 
I should like to meet you there I Could 
there be any such good-fortune in store for 
me?" 

He met Dorotty's glance for a moment. 
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" Did you intend to go there to-day ? " she 
asked evasively. 

" I do intend to go, since I know that you 
are going," he answered. "I am sure the 
park will look its best to-day, and I know 
you are too compassionate to let me wander 
about in a fruitless search for you. You will 
tell me where I am likely to find you ? " 

" How can I tell ? " said Dorothy. « Papa 
has a variety of pet places, hard to describe." 

" But about sunset I am sure you will be 
near the river on the slope. You know that 
spot which is said to be the best for seeing 
the river. May I not hope to find you 
there?" 

There was a curiously troubled, almost 
feverish, manner about him, which affected 
Dorothy strangely. 

" We can ask papa," she said : " he will be 
here presently. Yes, I dare say we shall be 
there." 

" Then, I shall have that to look forward 
to," he said, still with that troubled look: 
"it will help me through the day." 

" Why do you need any thing to help you 
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through the day ? " asked Dorothy. • ** Why 
should time pass heavily with you, Mr. Bol- 
den, — you, so young, and with life so full of 
interests ? " 

" Oh, wise woman ! " he said, with mingled 
bitterness and tenderness in his tone. " You 
remind me of the fable I have read about a 
dove preaching peace and content to an eagle 
whose wing had been broken by a shot, and 
whom she met brooding in anguish after his 
misfortune. She tells him of the beauty and 
peace of her life, and speaks of all the occu- 
pations which fill up her time. And he an- 
swers, ' Oh, Wisdom, Wisdom, thou speakest 
like a dove !' Not that I resemble the eagle," 
he went on, with a laugh ; " but you just then 
recalled the wise dove to my remembrance." 

She had never seen him in a mood like 
this before, and felt a little wounded that 
he should place her in an altogether different 
category from himself. " I assure you I am 
very far from being a dove," she said, " al- , 
though no doubt you are right about my 
incapacity to enter into your views of life : 
you must pardon my presumption." This 
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was said with an indescribable little touch of 
coldness and even irony, which showed Dor- 
othy in a new light. 

" You can be severe," said Vere Bolden ; 
"but I throw myself on your mercy, which, 
after all, is more natural to you." They 
looked at each other, and laughed, though 
the next instant the shadow had grown 
again upon Vere Bolden's face. 

In a little while Mr. Rivers returned for 
Dorothy. " Can we put you down anywhere, 
Mr. Bolden ? " he asked ; and Vere accepted 
a seat in the carriage as far as Regent Street. 
Before leaving the oflSce Mr. Rivers took from 
his desk the letters which he had written. 

" I must stop at an oflBce to post these," 
he said, slipping them into his pocket ; and, 
as they drove along, he stopped the driver. 
" Allow me to post them for you," said Vere ; 
and, noticing a momentary hesitation on the 
part of Mr. Rivers, he added, "Come, you 
must not think me incapable of so small a 
business transaction as that." 

" Let Mr. Bolden post them, papa," said 
Dorothy, seeing that the young man seemed 
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desirous of doing her father this small ser- 
vice; and the next moment Vere, holding 
the letters in his hand, had disappeared in 
the doorway. 

There was a delay, enough for father and 
daughter to glance once or twice in the direc- 
tion he had taken ; and then he came out, and 
again took his seat opposite Dorothy. "I 
hope I did not keep you waiting very long," 
he said, speaking in a rapid tone. ^' Some of 
these officials are such blundering fellows, 
and I had a letter of my own which I wanted 
to register abroad." 

"Are you unwell, Mr. Bolden?" Doro- 
thy half started from her seat as she saw his 
face suddenly turn deathly pale ; but, by an 
almost superhuman effort, he recovered him- 
self. 

"Thank you, just a momentary spasm: 
I have always been subject to it," he said. 
"I shall be all right presently." And, in- 
deed, by the time they reached Regent Street 
a dark flush had succeeded the pallor which 
had alarmed her. " And now I will ask you 
to put me down," he said. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



92 DOBOTHT. 

" But are you really better ? " asked Dor- 
othy, with gentle solicitude in her face. The 
look haunted him like that of an accusing 
angel, when they had driven on, and left 
him standing for a moment or two as one 
in a dream. 

The plunge had been taken ; and Vere 
Bolden had, in a moment as it were, freed 
himself from the pursuing terrors, which, for 
months past, had robbed him of peace and 
enjoyment: but he had exchanged them for 
a far worse tyranny ; he had taken the step 
which leads from folly and error into crime, 
and bought a reprieve from exposure and 
disgrace by taking upon himself that burden 
of self-contempt which drags men too often 
into lower and lower depths of abasement. 
Three days more, and the term allowed by 
his creditors in Paris would have expired. 
To-day he had been ready to seize any 
means of escape which oifered. And now 
he had secured one. He did not give him- 
self one moment for thought. The voice 
pleading with him, as it pleads with every 
human soul, he resolutely turned a deaf ear 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE PLUNGE TAKEN. 93 

to. No : he would be free, free at any price. 
He hastened to his club. It was still so 
early in the day that he found himself alone 
in the library. He sat down at a writing- 
table, and drew writing materials towards 
him. Then from a letter which he drew 
from his breast — a letter which had been 
opened — he took a check, and laid it on 
the table before him. It was a check for 
a moderately large amount, but which, by 
a very little skilful alteration, could be in- 
creased in value tenfold. He dipped the 
pen in the ink ; and then, while the sweat 
stood in great beads upon his forehead, th6 
change was made, and a line written on the 
back. Then, scrawling a brief note, he en- 
closed it, with the check, in an envelope ad- 
dressed to Monsieur Adrien de Chateaudun 
at a certain hotel in Paris; and, putting on 
his hat, he went out and posted it. 
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EICHMOND. 

DOROTHY and her father had spent 
a long, delightful afternoon at Rich- 
mond. To the former its enjoyment was not 
as complete as on other occasions, for the 
thought of Vere Bolden would steal upon 
her now and then, bringing with it strange, 
mixed feelings, half pleasurable, half disqui- 
eting; and the absence of Rupert Vaughan, 
who for years past had always accompanied 
them on their little expeditions, made a 
diiference. They spoke of him many times 
throughout the afternoon, recalling the last 
time when he had been with them, and wish- 
ing that he was with them now. It was the 
perfection of a summer day, — one of those 
days when the knowledge that autumn is 
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near at hand comes, like the thought of 
parting when we are with those we love, to 
heighten the present charm, with a touch of 
sadness for that "all things have an end;" 
and somehow, both in father and daughter, 
that day, there was a disposition in harmony 
with the feeling. They dined early at the 
big hotel, and then sauntered out again to 
see the sunset. Dorothy had made no men- 
tion of Vere Bolden's proposal to meet them. 
His sudden apparent indisposition before 
they parted in the morning made it quite 
improbable that he would do so, at least so 
she told herself; and yet, as they bent their 
steps in the direction of the spot of which 
he had spoken, she could not subdue a feel- 
ing of expectation, nor prevent herself from 
scanning the groups of pedestrians they 
chanced to meet, in search of the slender, 
graceful, and faultlessly attired form of Vere 
Bolden. Mr. Rivers prided himself upon 
having discovered a spot from which the 
view of the river was more perfect than from 
any other point near Richmond. It was a 
little farther than strollers usually cared to 
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go, a lawn-like space, partially overhung with 
trees, but open towards the river, which just 
below took one of those enchanting curves 
which make it seem loath to hurry on from 
so beautiful a scene. Travellers in many 
lands have acknowledged that the view from 
Richmond Hill is unsurpassed in varied and 
luxuriant loveliness ; and when the winding 
river, with its wooded banks and vistas of 
tender green, wears the additional glory of 
a cloudless summer sunset, the poet or the 
painter need seek no farther for a subject. 

Very slowly father and daughter strolled 
on to this favorite spot; and before they 
reached it a rapid step had overtaken them, 
and Vere Bolden was expressing his pleasure 
in having descried them afar off. He was 
looking flushed and somewhat excited ; and 
Dorothy asked him if he had quite recovered 
from that sudden attack which had alarmed 
her in the morning. 

"Oh, perfectly!'* he replied: "it was of 
the smallest consequence, and he was only 
grieved that he should have caused her a 
moment's uneasiness. "What a glorious 
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evening this is," he went on, — " an evening 
to be happy, is it not, Miss Rivers ? an even- 
ing to enjoy life, and to see that this is the 
best possible of all worlds, as I think you 
were impressing upon me this morning." 

" I am glad that you see it in this light," 
she answered, a little puzzled by his manner, 
but pleased that he had come. " Papa and 
I have been saying something of the same 
kind." 

"Oh! Mr. Rivers is a true philosopher," 
said Vere. " I wish he could have instilled 
some of his ideas of life into me when I was 
still in the plastic stage." 

There was a touch of mockery or bitter- 
ness in his tone that irritated Dorothy ; but 
Mr. Rivers, turning his calm face towards the 
speaker, replied that we have eacli to frame 
our own philosophy, after all, and that it was 
very doubtful whether Mr. Vere Bolden 
would ever have adopted his. 

In the centre of the open space we have 
spoken of, stands a beech-tree of gigantic 
proportions, the spurs of whose roots rise 
from the ground like miniature ramparts. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



98 DOROTHY. 

Here they seated themselves, facing the river 
and the sunset ; and all were silent for a lit- 
tle space. Vere sat so as to have a view of 
Dorothy, and she was not conscious of the 
intensity of the gaze with which he regarded 
her. This one day had seemed to him to 
contain years of miserable consciousness. 
To say that he regretted his desperate act 
in the sense of wishing it undone would not, 
perhaps, be true, for his previous wretched- 
ness and perplexity had been so great that 
the step he had taken still seemed to him 
like a necessity; but he was fully alive to 
the secret disgrace with which he had bur- 
dened himself; and the thought, that, were it 
suddenly laid bare to Dorothy, she would 
turn from him with unutterable contempt, 
constituted in itself a bitter punishment. 
She had never appeared to him so beautiful 
or so attractive as now, when he felt instinc- 
tively, that, did she know all, she would 
feel that he was separated from her by 
a gulf impassable. And the stronger this 
conviction, the stronger grew the desire to 
attract her, to win her affection, though it 
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would be given only to his seeming, never to 
his real self. 

" Is it not strange," asked Dorothy at last, 
" that no one but ourselves seems to conle to 
this place ? We have it always quite to our- 
selves." 

" You have cast a spell over it," said Vere, 
bending towards her a little as he spoke. " I 
am glad that I, at least, have been permitted 
to come within its magic boundary." 

" The number three seems to be potent, as 
usual," laughed Mr. Rivers: "we have al- 
ways had pur friend Vaughan with us until 
to-day." 

"And where is this favored person?" 
asked Vere, glancing curiously at Dorothy. 

"He is on his way to Scotland by this 
time," she answered; and she added truth- 
fully, " I am so sorry he is gone ! " 

" Happy man ! " murmured Vere. " He is 
a friend of old standing, is he not ? " 

" Yes ; we have known him very intimately 
for seven or eight years." 

" But I have a claim, too, have I not? " he 
asked. "We were friends long before you 
knew him." 
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"Friends, or foes, which was it?" she 
asked provokingly. " You know we were 
always quarrelling in those days." 

" That must have been because I was ah 
insufferable young egotist ; but I cannot be- 
lieve that you bear malice, however much I 
may have deserved it." 

Sitting near her, watching her sweet face 
in the fading sunset, he could almost forget 
that he had that day placed himself at an 
infinite distance from her. 

And Rupert Vaughan just at that hour 
was watching the sunset from the window 
of the express-train which was taking him 
away from those who were dearest to him on 
earth. Could he have seen the group under 
the beech-tree on Richmond Hill, his place 
filled ; could he have seen Dorothy, with her 
sweet, shy smile, responding to Vere Bolden's 
words, — it is doubtful whether he would not 
have gone to Liverpool, and taken his pas- 
sage to the New World, resolved never to 
see his lost love's face again in this life. 

The sunset faded out ; and the moon, cold 
and calm, rose behind them, and threw the 
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shadow of the beech-tree at their feet. The 
river shone like silver between its dark 
banks. Boats glided by ; and the faint plash 
of the oars, and now and then a snatch of 
song, wondrously sweetened by distance, rose 
to where they sat. There seemed, indeed, 
to be a spell of peace, of almost forgetful- 
ness, in the spot , and it was with a dreadful 
awakening consciousness of evil that Vere 
Bolden heard Mr. Rivers say it was growing 
late, that they must not linger any longer. 
He wrapped a shawl round his daughter, and, 
drawing her arm within his own, began to 
retrace his way to Richmond. The young 
man would fain have persuaded him that it 
was too soon to go, but he replied that they 
had quite a little journey to reach home. 
Somewhat silently they walked back to the 
hotel, where the carriage awaited them. 
Vere offered Dorothy his hand to assist her, 
and gave it one passionate pressure as he 
wished her "good-night." 

" I wish," said Mr. Rivers, after they had 
driven a little distance without speaking, " I 
wish Vaughan had been with us to-night. 
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Somehow I seemed to miss him all the more 
because Vere Bolden was with us." 

Dorothy blushed as she sat folded away in 
her dusky corner. Had Bhe missed her old 
friend all the more because Vere Bolden was 
with them ? No : yet she did miss him, she 
assured herself; and again the feeling that 
he had left them with some cloud, some mis- 
understanding, between them, something that 
had grieved him, touched her with a sense 
of pain, and dimmed the pleasurable remem- 
brance of this strange, this delightful even- 
ing. 
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TRUE COLORS. 

SOME ten days had passed since Vere 
Bolden had posted Mr. Rivers's letters, 
and the latter was somewhat anxiously- 
awaiting an acknowledgment of one of them. 
It was a gloomy morning, after a night of 
incessant rain. The clouds seemed wearied 
out with the violence of their down-pour, but 
were ranged in sullen masses as if merely 
holding a brief truce before another on- 
slaught. Mr. Rivers, in part depressed by 
the weather perhaps, in part by the non- 
arrival by this morning's mail of the ex- 
pected letter, was sitting, with a touch of 
despondency in his attitude, at his desk. He 
looked an older man than usual to-day ; in 
fact, old enough to Uy down the labor of life 
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for younger hands to do. It was not often, 
as we know, in the even tenor of his life and 
ways, that the thought of the future troubled 
him ; but to-day it struck him, that, perhaps, 
at a not far future date, he might be " past 
his work," and what then ? what then of his 
little Dorothy? And here Vere Bolden's 
evident attraction towards his daughter 
forced itself upon his reflections. Yes, if 
Vere Bolden were not Benjamin Bolden's 
son, and were not himself^ there might be 
something to give a father comfort in the 
thought of a future of worldly prosperity for 
his child ; but, as it was, he felt, with abso- 
lute conviction, that Benjamin Bolden would 
never, so long as life was in him, consent to 
his son's marriage with a penniless girl. And, 
putting this aside, that son was not the man 
whom Arthur Rivers could for a moment 
have thought of as the husband of his daugh- 
ter. No : but he must be on his guard lest 
Dorothy, in her guilelessness, and lack of 
knowledge of the world, be led into enter- 
taining any feeling beyond that of ordinary 
friendship for Vere Bolden. Then a sudden 
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dread seized him that he had permitted too 
frequent an intercourse between them, and 
this added a sense of keen disquiet to the 
depression which he already experienced. 
He had been sitting thus for a while in un- 
wonted idleness, when the door of the adjoin- 
ing oiBce was thrown to rather loudly, and 
Mr. Bolden entered that of his clerk. 

" Good-morning, Rivers," he said, in that 
rotund voice of his which seemed of right to 
belong to his affluent person; and the two 
men shook hands, as they had done well- 
nigh daily for nearly a quarter of a century. 
This greeting seemed, on Mr. Bolden's part, 
a sort of concession to the claims of that far 
distant time when Arthur Rivers had earned 
some gratitude and affection from the help- 
less little fag at Eton ; but as the years went 
by, raising higher and higher the pedestal of 
wealth on which he stood, the condescension 
of his manner became more pronounced, 
while the quiet reserve of his employee grew 
in proportion. To-day there was less of 
friendly condescension than usual, however, 
in Mr. Bolden's air, — rather, there was an 
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expression of latent dissatisfaction about the 
somewhat tightly drawn lips and the hard 
eyes. 

" Thanks, no : I won't sit down. I stepped 
in to ask you whether you had heard from 
Gresley about that check." 

" I regret to say that I have not." 

" And what do you propose doing ? " 

" What do you advise ? " 

" Advise ! " said Mr. Bolden, with an irri- 
tation which he saw no grounds for conceal- 
ing, "I should have thought that you had 
had enough business experience to know 
what steps should be taken in the matter. 
How long is it since the check was for- 
warded?" 

" Nine days," said Mr. Rivers. " I waited 
a day or two expecting an acknowledgment, 
and then wrote again requesting an immedi- 
ate answer." 

Mr. Bolden had walked to the window, 
and was drumming impatiently upon the 
glass. 

"In the mean time you have, of course, 
communicated with the bank?" 
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"I have not yet done so. Gresley has 
been occasionally dilatory before, and know- 
ing that has made me, perhaps, remiss." 

"Did you post the letter yourself?" 

" No : but, as regards that, there can be no 
doubt." 

"Who posted it?" 

S'Your son. He had called here on the 
morning when my daughter and I were on 
our way to Richmond, and had accepted my 
offer of a seat in our carriage as far as 
Regent Street. As we passed the office I 
was about to get out to post my letters, when 
your son asked me to let him do so." 

" H'm ! " " said Mr. Bolden, whose face, 
while Mr. Rivers was speaking, had darkened 
considerably; then, after keeping a solemn 
stillness for a minute or two, he began pa- 
cing up and down the room. Twice he 
cleared his throat in a portentous manner, 
as though upon the eve of some important 
utterance, then he stopped, confronting Mr. 
Rivers, who had also risen, and, half leaning 
against his desk, was looking at him with a 
curious expression of weariness. 
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« Rivers." 

"Sir." 

" Your mention of my son induces me to 
speak on a subject of even more importance 
than the loss of this check, and to express 
a desire which, I trust, you will not mis- 
understand; for I have, ahem, no wish to 
hurt your feelings." 

"You need have no hesitation on that 
score." 

" Well, to be candid with yon, you would 
confer a favor upon me by not encouraging 
Vere's visits to your house. I learned from 
him yesterday, what I confess has been no 
small surprise to me, that he has formed a 
somewhat intimate acquaintance with your 
daughter since the evening when he met 
her at dinner at my house. Now, you will 
understand, Rivers, that I do not mean to 
insinuate that Miss Dorothy has been wil- 
fully laying siege to my son, and as regards 
yourself, I exonerate you from having any 
deliberate designs upon him ; but I think it 
best, in order to avoid all possible complica- 
tions, — for young men, you know, will some- 
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times be led into folly by a pretty face, — to 
tell you plainly that an attachment between 
Vere and your daughter would never be 
tolerated, far less sanctioned, by me. Such 
a thing is absolutely out of the question. I 
have warned Vere ; and now, to make assur- 
ance doubly sure, and for all our sakes, I 
warn you." 

Mr. Bolden's face while speaking had 
deepened in color, until it was suffused by a 
deep crimson flush. Mr. Rivers, on the con- 
trary, had grown paler and paler while he 
was being addressed. One hand was grasp- 
ing, with unconscious force, the back of the 
chair from which he had risen j the other he 
raised for an instant to his forehead, as 
though from a feeling of faintness or confu- 
sion. When his employer had ceased speak- 
ing, the older man gazed steadily at him for 
some moments, — moments which seemed 
strangely long to Benjamin Bolden. He was 
in a highly irascible mood this morning; and 
this deliberate, silent gaze of his clerk seemed 
to him almost an insult. 

" It would be very desirable, I think, were 
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you to caution your daughter against any 
further encouragement, in any shape, of my 
son." 

A long, slow sigh parted the lips of Arthur 
Rivers ; and he made a slight motion of his 
hand, as though beseeching silence. 

"I think," he said, "that it is hopeless to 
make you see, Mr. Bolden, that you have 
very needlessly and very deeply insulted me : 
it will serve no purpose that I should try 
to make it plain to you. It is enough for me 
to give you the assurance that your wishes 
respecting Mr. Vere Bolden will be fully 
carried out, and, further, to tell you that 
after this interview between us I can no 
longer retain the place I have so long held 
in your employ." 

There was something in this reception of 
his speech which disconcerted Mr. Bolden 
for a moment, as much as it was in his nature 
to be disconcerted by any thing, but he speed- 
ily recovered himself; and the sense of hav- 
ing been treated with a lack of the deference 
and humility due to him — nay, with ingrat- 
itude for a long course of generosity and 
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condescension — made him dilate, as it were, 
with righteous indignation. He saw, that, 
after all, he had never quite rightly estimated 
the character of the man who for a quarter 
of a century had been under his very eye, 
whom he had ever considered a good, spirit- 
less creature, and for whom he had enter- 
tained a proportionate contempt, useful as 
he had been in the sphere allotted to him. 
Nay, was he not even now, by this outburst 
of independence, proving the weakness of 
his character, and his lack of foresight? 

" You are quite at liberty to deprive your- 
self of what is, I believe, your chief, if not 
sole, means of support," he said with an un- 
disguised sneer ; " but I should recommend a 
little reflection on your part, for your daugh- 
ter's sake, as well as your own." 

"Whatever the consequences may be," 
replied Mr. Rivers in the same grave voice, 
and with the same pale face, "I cannot do 
otherwise than break off my connection with 
you, Mr. Bolden. It would henceforth be 
beyond my power to continue my services 
to you." 
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" Upon my word ! " said Mr. Bolden, " you 
are showing an amount of determination that 
I did not give you credit for : however, the 
time you have chosen for this step is somewhat 
inopportune, at least from my point of view, 
with regard to this check business. Your 
leaving until the matter is cleared up would 
be, to say the least, ill-timed, would it not?" 

**I cannot believe," replied the other, 
"that, after your knowledge of me for all 
these years, you can seriously suppose that I 
have wilfully defrauded you ; but, happily, I 
shall be able to clear myself, and indemnify 
you, should it turn out that the check has 
been presented by the wrong person. My 
salary for the last half-year is due me. It is 
very nearly equal to the amount of the check ; 
and I now relinquish all claim to it until the 
matter is satisfactorily explained. I am 
aware," he went on after a pause, in which 
Mr. Bolden had made no reply, none having 
presented itself to his mind for the moment, 
" I am aware that to leave you without due 
notice is very irregular ^ but the circum- 
stances which force me to this step were un- 
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foreseen. You will find my books, I believe, 
in perfect order ; in fact, you know their con- 
dition." 

He cast a swift glance round the office. 
He had but to reach down his overcoat and 
hat, and he was ready to take a final leave 
of the scene of his long, patient drudgery, — 
for such, in most men's eyes, it would have 
seemed. He detached the key of his desk 
from those which he carried with him, and 
laid it down before Mr. Bolden. 

" I leave you with no ill-feeling, Mr. Bol- 
den," he said, " and without any forgetf ulness 
that the comfort and ease of mind which I 
have long enjoyed are due to your having 
given me employment ; nor am I unmindful 
of the good-will you have shown me. Your 
conduct to-day has been due to the fact 
that you have misunderstood my character. 
Henceforth, however, our ways for the re- 
mainder of our lives will lie far apart. I 
^wish you well." 

His hand resting upon the handle of the 
door, he stood for a moment, then, bowing 
his white head, quietly passed out. 
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CHAPTER XL 

DOROTHY IS TOLD. 

" A RE you not well, dear father?" asked 
-^^ Dorothy. 
Mr. Rivers had come home earlier than 
his wont, although not immediately after his 
interview with Mr. Bolden ; for he had spent 
some hours at a quiet, old-fashioned city 
coffee-house, where he had been in the habit, 
for many years past, of taking an hour's rest 
and luncheon in the middle of the day. He 
had wanted a little time for thought before 
seeing Dorothy, — a little time to realize the 
consequences of the step he had taken before 
telling her of this unforeseen change. The 
girl's clear, loving eyes speedily detected that 
something was amiss. He kissed her even 
with more than his wonted fondness, then, 
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holding her at arm's length, looked at her as 
though to read in her face how she would 
bear the news he had to tell. 

"I am not unwell, Dotie, only somewhat 
agitated by something which occurred this 
morning. My little girl shall hear every 
thing : she is made of good mettle, I know, 
and is not afraid of facing trouble." 

"Not afraid of sharing any thing with you, 
dear," replied Dorothy, looking at him with 
steadfast eyes, though the pretty color faded 
from her face. " It is not bad news about 
Mr. Vaughan, is it, father, — or — or " — 

" No, child, no ; thank God, no bad news 
about Vaughan, but something which makes 
me doubly wish that he were home again to 
advise and help us. I miss him sorely now." 

"What is it, papa? Don't keep me in 
suspense : I am sure nothing can be as bad 
as that." 

She drew him down beside her upon a seat 
in the porch, and laid her head against his 
arm. 

"I am ready, dear," she said softly, and 
then he told her. 
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He thought it best to keep nothing from 
her of what had passed between Mr. Bolden 
and himself with reference to Vere. If, as 
he had that morning feared might be possible, 
she had begun to entertain a feeling beyond 
ordinary liking for him, she should be spared 
the humiliation of even her father reading 
her secret; but oh how passionately he 
hoped that it might be otherwise! As he 
went on, she neither spoke nor moved, only 
the little hand resting on her knee clenched 
itself with an involuntary motion. The face, 
which he did not see, had grown pale as 
ashes. Then he told her of his resolution 
of throwing up his position as clerk to Mr. 
Bolden. 

"I felt," he said, "that my daughter would 
be at one with me in that, — that we both 
owed it to our self-respect, whatever may be 
the result. Was I not right, Dotie ? " 

She nodded, not daring to speak, lest her 
voice should betray the passionate agitation 
which she was so valiantly striving to sub- 
due. 

"But we must face the consequences, 
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Dotie. From being in comfortable circum- 
stances, almost rich for our simple tastes and 
needs, we have become poor, — so poor, my 
darling, that it will be an impossibility that 
we should remain in this home we both love 
so well. We must go away ; and I must try 
to find some other means of support, which, 
of course, at my age, will not be an easy mat- 
ter. I have enough to keep us from abso- 
lute want, and that is all." He paused, and, 
Dorothy still being silent, continued, "I have 
been thinking, Dotie, that, after all, had I 
accepted your grand-uncle's offer, I should 
be happier about you now." 

But now Dorothy threw her arms about 
him, and her pent-up misery found a natural 
vent. 

**Do you want to break my heart?" she 
sobbed. " Do you think that I could live in 
luxury, and know that you were poor and 
lonely ? Father, how can you be so cruel to 
me?" 

She clung to him, weeping passionate tears 
and trembling ; and he bent his head on hers, 
and kissed the soft brown tresses, and com- 
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forted her, calling her by every endearing 
name, and promising that the subject of her 
leaving him should never, be mentioned again 
between them. 

Dinner at the cottage that day was a very 
difiFerent meal from any that had preceded it. 
Dorothy struggled hard to keep up an ap- 
pearance of cheerfulness before the observ- 
ant little handmaid who waited upon them. 
But, as Seely afterwards remarked to Katy, 
the real authority in domestic matters, who 
had lived with Mr. Rivers since Dorothy was 
a baby, "there was Bomething wrong, sure: 
for the young lady was as white as a sheet, 
and didn't touch a mouthful ; and the master, 
he were quite difiFerent from his self." 

"And just you mind^your own aflfairs, 
Seely," Katy had responded, "and don't 
trouble yourself about your betters. Do 
your duty, and you'll have your hands full 
attending to yourself;" which rebuke Seely, 
who was well trained, took with due meek- 
ness, but, nevertheless, kept her eyes open. 

" Go and lie down, child," said Mr. Rivers. 
They were sitting in the drawing-room after 
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dinner; and Dorothy had taken up her work, 
then laid it down, and opened a book, turn- 
ing the pages over and over with her cold 
fingers. The wan, wistful face, so different 
from that of his bright Dorothy, wrting her 
father's heart. 

" You have been upset, and very naturally 
so, by my news ; but you are my brave girl, 
and are not afraid to face poverty with your 
old father. Go, dear child: don't stay up 
on my account. You will be better in the 
morning." 

So Dorothy kissed him, and went to her 
own room. A brave girl, indeed I a true 
heart, but sorely wounded just now. The 
waning moon the same that at its full had 
shone down upon Richmond Hill as they sat 
under the beech-tree, looked in, late in the 
night, through the windows of Dorothy's 
room, and found her on her knees. She had 
learned to pray that night as never before, 
for it is our need alone that gives reality to 
our prayers; and Dorothy had prayed for 
strength to do the right. 

On the morrow she came down to break' 
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fast, looking pale, indeed, but very calm ; and 
it was an infinite relief to her father to see 
how cheerfully she acquiesced in his proposi- 
tion that they should consider what steps 
should be taken with regard to the immedi- 
ate future. The term of their lease of the 
cottage had almost expired, and Mr. Rivers 
had been about to renew it. It was fortu- 
nate that he had not done so. He now wrote 
to the landlord, telling him that he might seek 
for another tenant immediately. Then there 
was the furniture : that could be readily dis- 
posed of, and the proceeds would help to 
smooth the way for them for a while. 

Then there was Katy, and this was a seri- 
ous diflSculty. She had been with them so 
long, and they were so strongly attached to 
her, and she to them ! 

« Poor Katy," said Dorothy. " I fear I 
have not the courage to tell her, papa : it 
will almost break her heart." 

Katy had to be told, however, and was not 
as utterly taken by surprise as Dorothy had- 
feared. She, too, had observed the change 
in Dorothy and her father, and felt sure that 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



DOROTHY IS TOLD. 121 

something of grave importance had occurred. 
She was a servant of the old school, which is 
dying out, they say, " with the advance of 
education," certainly a sad result; and she 
had identified herself so completely with the 
interests, the joys, and sorrows of her em- 
ployers, that she could not separate herself 
from them in thought. She listened in si- 
lence to all they had to tell her ; then, rais- 
ing her honest old eyes to her master's face, . 
she said simply, — 

" I needn't tell you, sir, that your troubles 
are mine. Miss Dorothy here," and she gen- 
tly touched the young girl on the shoulder, 
" she be as dear to me as my own child. You 
know, sir, well enough that it isn't for wages 
that I have staid with you, but for the love 
I bear you. Don't send me away from you 
if you can find any little corner for me. I 
shall find a way of being useful, even if you 
are in lodgings." 

"You shall come with us, dear Katy," 
said Dorothy. " While we have any kind of 
home we must make room for you ; " and 
Mr. Rivers smiled his acquiescence. 
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"T ET US go as soon as possible, papa," 
J-J Dorothy had said, with a certain fe- 
verish eagerness ; and in a very few days all 
necessary preparations had been made, and 
Dorothy was looking her last at the familiar 
spot which had been her happy home so long. 
She shed no tears, but it was with a weary 
heartache that she wandered through the 
house and garden which had been her inno- 
cent pleasure and pride. What would Ru- 
pert Vaughan say when he came back and 
found them gone ? How desolate it would all 
appear to him! She remembered her jest- 
ing words to him as he stood with her at 
the gate that evening: how little had she 
dreamed that they would be realized! She 



122 



• Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



BELL STREET. 123 

remembered herself as almost another per- 
son. How bright the world had always 
seemed to her, all sunshine and happiness! 
And now a gray shadow had come over it, 
and it was full of pain and perplexity. 

Mr. Rivers had found lodgings in a quiet, 
dingy street leading out of one of the great 
thoroughfares, — a street where the houses 
looked as if they had all seen better days, 
but had settled down to shabby mediocrity 
which did not even aim at gentility. The 
landlady was a decent, grave-looking woman, 
who seemed to have arrived at a philosophy 
of her own, which considered sunshine, literal 
or metaphorical, a superfluity. She seemed 
to have forgotten how to smile, but had no 
appearance of discontent or ill-humor. 

The " parlor front," for which the Riverses 
had exchanged their charming little drawing- 
room at the cottage, where the climbing 
plants peeped in with the sunshine through 
the ever-open windows, Was a grim apart- 
ment, furnished with funereal horse-hair, and 
carpeted with an extraordinary design in 
black and yellow, and whose narrow win- 
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dows were deeply shaded by curtains of an 
indescribable hue. But every thing was 
clean, which, as Katy observed, was "one 
comfort ; " and Dorothy in her then frame of 
mind was scarcely conscious of the surpass- 
ing ugliness of her new surroundings. Katy, 
with true tact and wisdom, made friends 
with the landlady, and was thus enabled in 
a hundred ways to soften the asperities of 
" life in lodgings " to Dorothy and her father. 
It has been said times without number, 
that London, that vast centre of life and 
human activity, is the most solitary place 
in the world ; and within a few days of the 
arrival in Bell Street of Mr. Rivers and his 
daughter, Dorothy felt to the full the truth 
of this assertion. She had all her life been, 
to some extent, familiar with London; but 
she had never actually felt herself a unit in 
that enormous sum of human life which it 
contains until now that the consciousness of 
the vast labyrinth of streets and dwellings, 
peopled with millions of human beings, sur- 
rounding her on all sides, began to grow 
upon her. Truly they were alone in this 
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multitude, — lost, as it were, in this great sea 
of existence. Had they sought concealment, 
they could scarcely have done so more effec- 
tually. Bell Street was the counterpart of 
fifty other streets in the near vicinity, and 
the white-haired gentleman and his daughter 
were as unheeded in their going-out and 
coming-in as were any other of the thousands 
whom they met in their daily walks. It 
was natural that Mr. Rivers, in his search 
for lodgings, should choose a part of the 
city as far removed as might be from the 
familiar streets which he had daily traversed 
on his way to and from Mr. Bolden's count- 
ing-house. He wanted nothing to remind 
him of that long chapter in his life which 
had ended so painfully. Neither had he any 
desire to encounter Vere Bolden: it was 
best, he told himself, that the young man 
should know nothing of their whereabouts, 
that there should, by no pessibility, be any 
further intercourse between him and Doro- 
thy ; for Mr. Rivers could not divest himself 
of a vague apprehension that his little girl, 
his one treasure, the apple of his eye, had a 
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source of secret anxiety or regret. He trust- 
ed to Time, the healer, to bring back the 
roses to her sweet face ; but she must run no 
further risks of pain or disappointment. 

So the days began to go by in a quiet, gray 
monotony ; and Dorothy felt as though she 
might soon lose her count of time, and live 
on in the shadow, learning after a while not 
even to yearn for the sunshine. Day after 
day her father would sally forth in search of 
a position of some kind, oftenest in reply to 
some advertisement, always to be told, how- 
ever, that he did not possess the necessary 
qualifications, or that the place was already 
filled up. It pierced Dorothy to the heart 
to see his look of patient disappointment 
when he returned ; and she would rouse her- 
self to be as like the old Dorothy as possible, 
in order to cheer him. 

Some weeks had passed thus: dull, gray 
autumn weather had set in, making Bell 
Street still more unlovely. Mr. Rivers had 
gone out early in the afternoon: Dorothy 
had watched him noting down some ad- 
dresses from the advertising columns of the 
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morning paper, and felt an almost irrepressi- 
ble longing to implore him not to go out any- 
more on these fruitless missions. She was 
yearning to tell him that she, in her youth 
and strength, was the one who should assume 
the cares of their little household, to ask 
him to suffer her to try her fortune among 
the many thousands who were earning their 
daily bread in the great city ; but she knew 
that it would grieve "him were she to make 
the suggestion, and she tried to be patient 
for a while longer. She watched him out 
of sight, then turned from the window with 
a sigh. The afternoon wore slowly away: 
she felt restless and anxious about her father. 
When it grew dusk she told Katy that she 
would go to meet him. " Only to the end 
of the street, Katy;" for the old servant 
remonstrated at her going out so late alone : 
"he must be nearly home by this time, and 
he will be glad to see me." As she left the 
house, she noticed two men sauntering to 
and fro on the opposite side of the street; 
and it struck her that they seemed to watch 
her curiously. She did not seg, that, after 
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exchanging a word or two, one of them left 
his companion and followed her. When she 
had reached the end of the long street, she 
was rewarded by seeing her father approach- 
ing. As usual of late, he was walking, with 
bent head, wearily and slowly. Dorothy 
hastened her steps, and with a loving smile 
passed her arm within his. 

"I have been watching and waiting for 
you," she said tenderty, "and, in spite of 
Katy, made up my mind to come and meet 
you. I am so glad you have come home! 
All the afternoon I have felt worried about 

you." 

"Did you think I had been kidnapped, 
Dotie ? " he said, trying to speak lightly. 
"I think I ought to know London pretty 
well after spending half a lifetime in it." 

Just then a step very near them caused 
Dorothy to turn her head; and she saw a 
man — was it not one of those two whom 
she had previously noticed ? — walking close 
behind them. She started a little, and then 
laughed at her own nervousness. As they 
approached their own door, however, the 



.Digitized by VjOOQlC 



BELL STREET, 129 

man came in front of them, and, lifting his 
hand as though in signal, was joined by 
his former companion. Mr. Rivers had not 
noticed this action ; but Dorothy, with a sud- 
den quickening of her pulses, felt a premoni- 
tion of evil. Her father had already touched 
the bell, when one of the men, advancing 
close to him, laid his hand upon his shoulder. 
"Mr. Rivers, I arrest you in the Queen's 
name, on the charge of forgery." 

"Are you mad?" cried Dorothy, turning 
like a young lioness upon the detective, for 
such he was. "How dare you insult this 
gentleman ! " 

" Beg pardon, miss," said the man imper- 
turbably and politely: "it is an unpleasant 
duty, but I have to obey orders." 

Mr. Rivers had turned deadly pale, but 
after the momentary shock, which seemed to 
render him motionless, turned to Dorothy. 

" My darling, you must not interfere with 
these men : they are simply carrying out their 
instructions. I shall have to go with them, 
Dotie, but you must be brave and patient : it 
will all come right after a while." 
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" Then, turning to the detective, he asked 
him if he would wait for a few moments 
until he had taken leave of his daughter. 

"Certainly, sir," said the man: "glad to 
see you act so sensible. We can just walk 
in, and wait for you in the passage." 

Dorothy felt as though her senses were 
leaving her as she followed her father up 
stairs: she could not speak nor shed tears, 
but only look at him with dumb anguish. 
At his bidding she collected a few necessary 
things, and packed them in a travelling-bag. 

" God bless and guard you, my treasure 1 " 
he said when this was done. "Katy," for 
the old servant was a silent, astonished wit- 
ness of this scene, " I leave her in your care. 
A false and terrible charge has been brought 
against me, but you must not fear." 

He took his daughter in his arms, and 
kissed her tenderly. 

" I can only think of Vaughan," he said : 
"he must be back by this time. He will 
take care of you. Let him know of this at 
once." 

Unclasping her arms from about him, he 
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left the room, and in a few moments had' 
entered a cab which was in readiness, into 
which the detective followed him, and was 
driven rapidly away. 
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A FRIEND IN NEED. 

ON a gray, gusty evening at the end of 
October, Rupert Vaughan, who had 
that day arrived in London from the Conti- 
nent, found himself at Finchley Station. It 
was a later train than that by which he and 
Mr. Rivers had usually returned home from 
the city, but nevertheless Rupert scanned the 
faces of the persons loitering about the plat- 
form of the station, with some hope of seeing 
his old friend. When he left the train, it was 
almost twilight ; and, hailing a cab, he soon 
found himself in the familiar, quiet coun- 
try. As we know, the thought of Dorothy, 
in spite of all his efforts to the contrary, had 
pursued him in his wanderings; and, now 
that he imagined himself so near her, he be- 
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came conscious that he had been thoroughly- 
unsuccessful in attaining the object of his 
journey, which was to return " a new man " 
as regarded his love for her. He found him- 
self eagerly looking out for the first sight 
of the cottage, and felt sorely tempted to tell 
the driver to stop, that he might see its in- 
mates, if but for a moment. 

At the turn of the road he came in full 
view of it ; for now the trees, which in the 
summer-time partially screened it, were leaf- 
less. But there was something curiously 
unfamiliar this evening in the appearance of 
the place, which struck Rupert with an inde- 
finable sense of change. The lighted win- 
dows of the drawing-room had always shone 
out like a welcome through the dusk of such 
autumn evenings ; but now there were lights 
in the upper windows too, the front door 
stood open, and figures were passing and re- 
passing through the hall. Rupert, who had 
been about to give way to that longing to see 
Dorothy face to face, sank back with an im- 
patient sigh. They were evidently entertain- 
ing friends to-night : doubtless Vere Bolden 
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was among them ; and he himself, as far as 
Dorothy was concerned, might just as well 
have remained away forever. He felt now 
that it would be unendurable to live on as he 
had done for years past, content with the 
sight of her and the knowledge of her child- 
like affection. He could be thankful for that^ 
were no other to possess her love ; or he might 
have even borne that she should bestow it 
upon one worthy of her ; but there was an 
instinctive distrust of, and aversion to, Vere 
Bolden in Rupert which made the thought of 
being supplanted by him intolerable. 

The old landlady, who had become sin- 
cerely devoted to her kindly and generous, 
though somewhat taciturn, and, as she said, 
"over-learned," lodger, was rejoiced to see 
him back, but was not slow to discover, that, 
though apparently " well in health," he was 
as gloomy looking as when he went away. 
This sagacious old lady had always connected 
Miss Rivers with the depression which she 
had observed in Mr. Vaughan before his de- 
parture ; and it was with mingled diffidence 
and anxiety, though not without a touch of 
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feminine curiosity, that she broached the sub- 
ject of the departure of Mr. Rivers and his 
daughter. It was not until Rupert had had 
his supper, however, that she did so. He 
was sitting before the cheerful fire which she 
had kindled, resting his head upon his hand, 
and apparently unconscious of her presence. 

" I suppose, sir," said Mrs. Old win, as she 
rested the waiter on the table, "that you 
have heard that there has been a change in 
the neighborhood?" 

"No," replied Rupert absently: "what 
change ? " 

" Oh ! I thought, sir, that you, being such 
an old friend, would have been sure to know 
all about it." 

If she had wished to arouse Rupert's atten- 
tion, she had fully succeeded now, 

"Is it — is it a change in Mr. Rivers's 
family?" he asked, unable to check an in- 
voluntary start, but with his face still turned 
towards the fire, and in a voice quite unlike 
his own. Could it be possible that Dorothy — 

" Yes, sir. Why, didn't you hear that they 
have gone away? It was quite sudden. I 
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could scarce believe that they had really 
gone for good, till I saw the new family mov- 
ing in to-day when I walked past, — quite a 
large family of young folks tool" 

*' And when did they go ? '* asked Rupert. 
He had risen now, and stood looking at Mrs, 
Oldwin as though he were devouring her 
words. 

" Well, sir, it must be nigh on a month. I 
can't just tell you the exact time, but I know 
it was well on in September." 

"And where?'" he asked impatiently 
" Can you not tell me where they went to ? " 

"No, sir, that I cannot: they moved so 
quiet like and so soon, and I never saw Miss 
Rivers to say good-by ; only Seely, the house- 
maid, she told me afterwards that Miss 
Rivers was fretting sadly about going, and 
that the old gentleman was quite silent and 
stunned like. But there : I don't encourage 
servants to talk about their masters and mis- 
tresses. Would you want any thing more 
this evening, sir ? " and there was an unmis- 
takable ring of sympathy in Mrs. Oldwin's 
voice. But Rupert only waved his hand im- 
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patiently in reply, as he sank back into his 
seat, a prey to feelings the most disquieting 
and miserable. 

On the following morning Rupert Vaughan 
inquired at the cottage for the master of the 
house. A stranger appeared, who informed 
him that he was unaware even of the name 
of the tenant whom he had succeeded, and 
could consequently give no information re- 
specting him. Rupert next bethought him 
of the incumbent of the parish, a kindly old 
gentleman, who had been on friendly terms 
with Mr. Rivers and his daughter; but 
neither from him could he learn any thing of 
his friends. There were a few other people 
in the neighborhood with whom they had 
been more or less acquainted; and Rupert, to 
leave no stone unturned, as well as because 
the anxiety which possessed him would not 
suffer him to rest, spent the day in going 
from one to another in the vain endeavor to 
glean some information respecting Mr. Rivers 
and Dorothy. But all were equally ignorant 
of their whereabouts. 

He returned home near nightfall from the 
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last of these fruitless visits. It was a still 
more dreary evening than the previous one ; 
and as he sat in the late twilight, listening 
to the wind moaning among the leafless 
branches, and to showers of rain driven 
against the windows, a feeling of utter lone- 
liness fell upon him. 

He had forgotten to ring for light ; and the 
dull glow of the fire filled the room, without 
rendering it more cheerful. Was it an hour, 
or two, that he had been sitting there ? He 
did not know. The fire had burned down, and 
he had not thought of replenishing it; the 
rain had become a steady downpour; the 
wind had died away to a low moan, which 
crept about the eaves of the old farmhouse 
now and then. He had not heeded the 
sound of wheels nor a low ring at the house- 
door, nor had he heard a little stir in the 
quiet house. But presently a knock, a hesi- 
tating knock, came to his own door, which 
roused him from his reverie. " Yes, you can 
bring the lamp, Mrs. Old win," he said: "I 
had forgotten." 

He spoke without turning from the fire, on 
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which his eyes were fixed. The door closed, 
and for a moment he thought he was alone ; 
then the stillness was again broken by a 
smothered sob. He sprang to his feet, his 
pulses beating furiously. Standing half visi- 
ble in the faint red light was Dorothy, but 
not the old Dorothy : this was a pale, grief- 
stricken girl, with hands clasped imploringly, 
and wide eyes full of anguish. 

"Dorothy!" he cried, the joy of seeing 
her, and the grief of seeing her thus^ striving 
for the mastery within him. " Dorothy, is it 
indeed yourself? I have been vainly search- 
ing for some clew to find you all day long. 
Your hands are deathly cold ! " He had 
clasped the slender fingers, still locked to- 
gether, and now drew her to his own seat 
near the fire. She sank back, still gazing up 
at him ; and her lips moved, but it seemed as 
though the violence of her emotion made 
words impossible. He poured some water 
into a glass, and held it to her lips : she swal- 
lowed some, and it seemed to revive her. 

"O Mr. Vaughan!" she said, tears now 
slowly welling from her eyes, " I have come 
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' to you, knowing that you will try to help us. 
You are our best, almost our only, friend. A 
dreadful trouble .has come upon us. Had 
you not come back I should have had no 
hope. I thought — I thought I must have 
died, for I could see no way of helping him." 

She covered her face with her hands, and 
for a moment or two was shaken with con- 
vulsive sobs. 

" Tell me all, Dorothy," he said, kneeling 
down beside her, with a world of most tender 
pity in his voice. " I would give my life for 
you. Any thing that man can do to help 
you shall be done." 

" It is papa," she said. " Oh, think — think 
of his having been arrested for a crime ! of 
his having been taken from me I of the mis- 
ery it must have been to him to leave me ! 
Think of him, who is the very soul of honor 
and integrity, being charged with defrauding 
Mr. Bolden after all these years ! Think of 
him now, his heart breaking with disgrace, 
alone and in prison I " 

Rupert Vaughan listened to Dorothy's bro- 
ken recital with astonishment only equalled 
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by his distress. It seemed an impossibility 
that Arthur Rivers, of all the men he had 
ever known, should have such a charge 
brought against him. 

" Dorothy," he said presently, " this is in- 
deed terrible, terrible in itself ; but you need 
not fear the consequences. I have known 
your father, probably better than most men, 
for long years past. I know him to be, as 
you say, the very soul of integrity and honor ; 
and I would pledge my life for his innocence. 
I shall defend him, Dorothy. It is no vanity 
to tell you that of late years I have been 
known as a successful pleader; and in this 
case, when my whole heart and soul will be 
in my task, it is not possible that I shall fail. 
You must be strong and hopeful, and all will 
be well." 

"And you will see him very soon, — to- 
morrow, — and you will comfort him : yes, I 
know the very sight of you will comfort him." 
Now that Dorothy was calmer, Rupert 
Vaughan drew from her all she knew with 
reference to the charge against her father. 
Already the keen, strong brain was at work 
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upon the matter. She told him of the abrupt 
termination of the relation between Mr. Bol- 
den and her father, — every thing, in fact, 
except the real cause of their estrangement, 
which was Vere Bolden's attention to herself. 
Yet in her recital it was impossible to avoid 
all mention of his name ; and in questioning 
her about the loss of the check which 
had brought such trouble upon them, Rupert 
Vaughan ascertained the fact of the young 
man's having posted her father's letters on 
the day of their expedition to Richmond. 
On this he made no comment : he noted too 
clearly how Dorothy, even in the agitation 
of her fresh grief, shrank from the mention of 
Vere Bolden's name. Gently and patiently 
he questioned her till he had learned all she 
had to tell which could help him in the task 
he had undertaken ; and. poor Dorothy felt 
the coldness of her despair give way befgye 
the strength of resolution and the loving 
faith of Rupert Vaughan. 

" How good you are ! " she said at last, and 
held out her hand to him for the first time 
that evening. What should I have done 
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without you ! Ah, if you had not gone away 
all might have been different." 

" But I have come back, Dorothy, to work 
for you, to be indeed your friend, God help- 
ing me," he said with unspeakable tenderness ; 
and he carried the little hand to his lips. 

"And now I must go," said Dorothy: 
" Katy will be in agonies of uncertainty about 
me if I miss the ten-o'clock train, and the cab- 
man will have grown impatient." 

" You are not going back alone, Dorothy, " 
he said. " Till your father is with you again, I 
must look after you, and you must submit to 
my guardianship." He looked at his watch. 
" There will be time enough for you to take a 
cup of tea, which, if I know Mrs. Oldwin, she 
has ready for you now." And so it proved ; 
for, when he rang, the old lady appeared 
behind her handmaid, who carried the lamp, 
with a little tray. She had been " on hospit- 
able thoughts intent " since Dorothy's unex- 
pected apparition ; and, in the good woman's 
estimation, a cup of tea was the panacea for 
all ills. Rupert himself poured it out for 
Dorothy, and insisted upon her taking a little 
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food, the first, poor child, which had passed 
her lips that day. Then, having borrowed a 
warm shawl from Mrs. Oldwin, he wrapped it 
round Dorothy, and, taking her hand within 
his arm, led her down-stairs, put her into the 
cab, and sprang in after her. 

It was still raining heavily, — a dreary night, 
indeed; but, as they were hurried along 
through the darkness, Rupert Vaughan felt as 
though a new life were stirring in his veins. 
He had found her, or, rather, she had sought 
him in her distress; she trusted in his affec- 
tion ; she recognized him as her truest friend. 
God grant that he might be the means of 
restoring her father to her with an unblem- 
ished namel Then the thought of his old 
friend, whom he had ever venerated as a man 
of a singularly pure and blameless life, and 
loved for himself as well as for the grand fact 
of his being Dorothy's father, filled him with 
wholesome indignation which of itself would 
have stirred his blood. 

They were almost silent on their way to 
the station ; only, as they passed the cottage, 
Dorothy leaned forward, and gave one yearn- 
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ing look at her old home. " New people have 
come," she said ; and Rupert told her how he 
had tried to learn from them whither she and 
her father had gone. 

The train was crowded, and Dorothy- 
thought gratefully of the comfort of having 
Rupert with her. Arrived in the city, Rupert 
again hailed a cab; and they were driven rap- 
idly to Bell Street, where Katy in the keen- 
est anxiety was awaiting her young mistress. 

" Lord bless you, Mr. Vaughan ! " she ex- 
claimed on seeing Dorothy's escort : " every 
thing will come right, now you are here. Poor 
Miss Dorothy! poor lamb! she was well 
nigh heart-broken ; and, if she hadn't had the 
hope of finding you, I don't know what would 
have become of us." 

"Luckily I came back yesterday, Katy; 
and I am more than glad to see that you are 
with her in her trouble." He shook hands 
warmly with the faithful woman, and each 
felt that there was a bond between them. 
Then he bade Dorothy " good-night , " putting 
aside her thanks with a wave of the hand, and 
promising to see her, as well as her father, on 
the morrow. 
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bupebt's selp-cojtqubst. 

r I iHERE ape pathetic and tragic moments 
-■- in nearly every human life, even in the 
most commonplace, — moments in which the 
intensity of emotion produced seems to trans- 
form the character for the time being, as metal 
is transformed in the glow of the furnace- 
The moment passes , and the person returns 
to his or her ordinary self so far as the outer 
world is concerned, yet it is inipossible but 
that such experiences must leave their im- 
press upon the inmost being, changing it from 
what it was. 

Thus Arthur Rivers, though he had indeed 
passed through the furnace since Rupert had 
last seen him, was apparently unchanged, the 
same placid, white-haired man familiar to him 
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for so long, yet in reality no longer the same. 
The friends clasped hands with the fervor 
of those whose hearts are too full for utter- 
ance. Rupert was the more agitated of the 
two. "I am most thankful to see you, 
Vaughan," said Mr. Rivers after a few 
moments' silence; "less for my own sake 
than for Dorothy's. I know you must have 
seen her to have discovered my where- 
abouts." 

" Yes, I have seen her : she came to me last 
night, and I have been with her this morning. 
I have learned from her all she could tell me 
of this miserable business, and I must hear all 
you know from you. I have constituted my- 
self your legal adviser, and shall not rest 
until you are a free man, and the author of 
this villany is exposed." It would have been 
impossible, even for the most despondent, not 
to be cheered and strengthened by the reso- 
lution of Rupert Vaughan. 

"At all events, we shall feel, Dotie and I, 
that we have a friend, a friend faithful and 
strong, who will stand by us and do the best 
that can be done for us. Vaughan, I am 
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inexpressibly thankful that you have come 
back. How is my little girl to-day ? " It was 
only in speaking of his " little girl " that Mr. 
Rivers showed any agitation, as it was the 
thought of her anguish which had been the 
real sting in the unlooked-for affliction which 
had befallen him. 

" Far better and more hopeful," said Rupert. 
"I shall bring her with me to-morrow, and 
you can judge for j'ourself." 

" Ah ! you may think how I am yearning 
for a sight of her." 

" And now to business," said Rupert, draw- 
ing a note-book from -his pocket: "we have 
no time to lose, and I am burning to take the 
first steps in this matter." 

In the hours of solitude which Mr. Rivers 
had spent since the dreadful day when this 
cloud of disgrace had broken above his head, 
there had come into his mind a suspicion, 
which, in the nobleness and generosity of his 
nature, he had put from him persistently, but 
yet which would not be altogether set at rest. 
It was connected with Vere Bolden. He did 
not by a word suggest it to Rupert Vaughan, 
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and was unconscious how the latter, in his 
close and pertinent questioning, was drawing 
from him, one by one, the points which led 
to that suspicion, — Vere Bolden's frequent 
visits to the office, the interest which he had 
manifested in some of his father's affairs, the 
questions which he had fallen into the habit of 
putting to his father's clerk respecting them, 
his visit on the morning of the trip to Rich- 
mond, his manner on that day, the length of 
time which elapsed before his return to the 
carriage after posting the letters, his subse- 
quent indisposition, his meeting them again 
in the evening at Richmond, his excited 
manner. 

Patiently, step by step, Rupert went on; 
though his questions brought out the fact of 
Vere's frequent intercourse with Mr. Rivers 
and Dorothy more and more plainly, and thus 
pierced his own heart with miserable pain. 
When, at last, he rose to go, Mr. Rivers no- 
ticed how stern and hard his face had grown, 
and drew from this the augury that his replies 
had tended to make Rupert le^ss hopeful of 
the issue. " Don't worry too much over me, 
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Vaughan," he said, laying his hand upon the 
other's shoulder : " now that I know Dotie is 
not friendless, I feel as though a load had 
already been lifted off me. As regards my- 
self, I have the consciousness of my own inno- 
cence to support me, even should the law 
condemn me; and you know, being some- 
what of a philosopher, I can find comfort in 
the thought that life has brought me many 
days of quiet happiness, and that those which 
remain, even should they be evil, must neces- 
sarily be few. And there remaineth a restJ** 

Rupert's face softened as he looked into 
that grave, sweet face, with its dreamy eyes 
and snowy hair. " God bless you. Rivers I " 
he said gently: ''I wish I were more like 
you. But don't imagine that I entertain the 
• slightest doubt as to the issue of this busi- 
ness: and, as to my worrying about you in 
the sense of making your cares mine, it is . 
too late to tell me not to do that ; you are 
to me as my own father. " 

To this Mr. Rivers made no reply, except 
again to grasp Rupert's hand ; and the latter 
hastened away. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



RUPERT'S SELF-CONQUEST. 151 

In the seclusion of his own chambers he 
pondered long and deeply on th« result of his 
interview with Mr. Rivers; and more and 
more irresistible grew the conclusion, in his 
own mind, that his suspicion with regard to 
Vere Bolden was well founded. It was impos- 
sible not to feel satisfaction in the thought 
that he had, all ready to his hand, a powerful 
defence of his client and friend, as well as a 
clew to the real perpetrator of the crime of 
which Mr. Rivers stood accused ; and it was 
only human nature to feel a sense of exulta- 
tion in the knowledge that a barrier insur- 
mountable existed between Vere Bolden and 
Dorothy Rivers. Rupert turned with a throb 
of fierce pleasure to the thought of this: it 
gave him a momentary relief from the pain he 
had been enduring in having all his jealous 
forebodings strengthened, if not verified, in 
his interview with Dorothy's father. 

Yes, Vere Bolden couid never be any thing 
to Dorothy. Her love for him, if, indeed, she 
loved him, would be turned to loathing when 
she knew that he was guilty of this crime and 
the direct cause of her f^,t\^Qf^ ?wn, that he 
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was base enough to let one so worthy, and who 
for her sake done should have been sacred to 
him, suffer in his stead. 

Yes, he, Rupert Vaughan, would be well 
avenged when Dorothy discovered that this 
idol which she had set up for herself was an 
idol of clay. 

The feverish gladness of these thoughts 
made Rupert Vaughan stride to and fro in 
his chambers lion-like in the fierceness of his 
wrath and joy. Then suddenly the image of 
Dorothy, as he had seen her last night, con- 
fronted him, grief-stricken, with sad, implor- 
ing eyes; and the fierceness and gladness 
died out of him. And then a voice, clarion- 
like, seemed to ring through the stillness, 
" Vengeance is mine ; I will repay, saith the 
Lord," and he covered his face, conscience- 
smitten. 
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IN "THE GEEEN." 

ABOUT five minutes' walk from Bell 
Street, there was a small enclosure, 
surrounded by iron railings, which, by cour- 
tesy, was called " the Green ; " although what- 
ever faint effort at verdure it might make in 
the springtime was speedily defeated by the 
steady and persistent influences of smoke 
and soot. Half a dozen funereal trees deco- 
rated this retreat, within which, parallel with 
the railings, ran a gravel path, the resort of 
the few nursery-maids who resided in this 
locality, and up and down which a few very 
shabby-looking old gentlemen took their mel- 
ancholy " constitutionals." 

But to-day "the Green" was deserted. 
The first fog of the season, not quite as 
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dense in quality as those which would suc- 
ceed it, had shrouded it in a veil of gray, 
through which the trees loomed darkly. 
There was a sort of fascination in its extreme 
dismalness this November afternoon; and 
Dorothy Rivers, whom Katy had coaxed to 
bestir herself, and make a few purchases in 
an adjacent street, paused for a moment on 
her way homewards, to look through the iron 
gates with a sort of unconscious wonder. It 
was a wonder at herself and every thing 
that surrounded her. What had become of 
that Dorothy who less than six months ago 
believed that life was another name for hap- 
piness, — of that bright, glad Dorothy to whom 
sadness and anxiety were almost unknown, 
whose heart had never been stirred by any 
deeper sorrow than pity for that of others, 
which yet had lacked the fellow-feeling that 
constitutes true sympathy? Which was the 
reality, and which the dream, — that old life, 
or this ? Suddenly the evening on Richmond 
Hill stood out before her : the golden sunset, 
and the handsome, eager face turned toward 
her, with eyes of passionate admiration ; the 
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gleaming river, that.seemed an image of the 
future, gliding into a beautiful distance ; her 
father saying that Rupert Vaughan had hith- 
erto always been there, and the voice beside 
her murmuring, " Happy man! " And now I 
Dorothy shuddered at the contrast. That 
morning she had again visited her father 
with Rupert Vaughan ; and though the for- 
mer was calm and almost cheerful, and 
Rupert full of encouragement, yet the girl's 
heart had been Wrung with the bitterest dis- 
tress, and so keenly had she felt the renewed 
parting, that Mr. Rivers mentally determined 
to forego the comfort of seeing her, rather 
than subject her to such harrowing agitation. 
With a long, quivering sigh Dorothy passed 
on after her momentary pause ; but in that 
moment one who had followed her from 
street to street at a distance had gained suf- 
ficiently upon her to feel certain that she 
was the person of whom he was in search. 
He redoubled his pace ; and, before Dorothy 
had reached the entrance to Bell street, he 
was beside her. 

** Miss Rivers, Dorothy," he said in a hur- 
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ried, agitated voice, "I have found you at 
last." 

For a moment the gray sky grew black, 
and the earth heaved round Dorothy; then 
she pressed her hand to her heart, and turned 
her white face towards Vere Bolden. 

" I am sorry," she said faintly, yet with an 
effort which only true courage could have 
inspired, " I am sorry that you have followed 
me, Mr. Bolden." 

" Why do you say that ? " he asked bitterly. 
" Is it nothing to you to know, as you must, 
that I have been utterly -wretched since I 
parted from you, that I have hungered and 
thirsted to see your face ? " 

" You must not use such language to me," 
she said. "I entreat you, if you have any 
feeling of kindness for me, leave me at once." 

" I cannot till you have heard me ; not for 
my sake, then, but for your father's, let me 
speak with you. You will regret it if you 
persist in sending me from you." 

Dorothy wavered. For her father's sake ? 
If, indeed, Vere Bolden knew of something 
which might be of service to Aim, she would 
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be willing to suffer any thing for that. He 
saw her hesitation. "For your father's 
sake," he repeated, " turn back with me : in 
the square where you stopped just now we 
shall be undisturbed." 

Without a word she turned, and they re- 
traced their steps to "the Green." The 
heavy gate swung back beneath the pressure 
of Vere Bolden's hand ; and in a moment 
after, Dorothy found herself within the en- 
closure, which seemed to divide them from 
the rest of the world. The fog, too, was 
growing denser every moment, and shrouded 
them from any human eyes. 

They took a few paces in silence, and then 
Dorothy was the first to speak. 

" Mr. Bolden, one thing only has induced 
me to do this: you said 'for your father's 
sake.' What have you to tell me ? " 

It was Vere Bolden now whose agitation 
was almost overpowering. He had gained 
his purpose of seeing Dorothy once more, 
and of seeing her alone ; but the conflicting 
feelings within him rendered him for the 
moment well-nigh speechless. 
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"Dorothy," he said at last, — "I cannot 
call you Miss Rivers, — you must have seen 
long since what my feelings are towards you. 
Nay," he continued, as Dorothy checked him 
with a half-despairing gesture, "you must 
listen to me now. I have been living for 
weeks past on the hope of an interview with 
you : you will not be so cruel as not to hear 
me. 

" Mr. Bolden," said Dorothy, " one motive 
only, as you know, has brought me here. I 
must not stay to hear you speak as you are 
doing." She turned to leave him. "For 
your father's sake, if you will not listen 
for mine. Dorothy, if you will give me the 
hope that you will be my wife, I — I will 
save him ! Only promise that you will be 
mine, and I pledge myself that my father 
will stop proceedings against him at once." 

Dorothy stood motionless, her face turned 
from him. He bent forward to take her 
hand, but she drew herself apart from him. 

"Do you believe my father to be inno- 
cent?" she asked, and her voice was almost 
shrill from the intensity of her emotion. 
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" Yes, Dorothy, yes : I believe, I am sure, 
that he is innocent." 

" And have you such influence with your 
father tiiat you can convince him of this?'* 

" I have told you so." 

" Yet you will only use that influence if I 
promise to be your wife ? " 

"You do not know my father," he an- 
swered: *'he is an iron man. You cannot 
understand, but I am prepared to bring 
some knowledge which I possess to bear 
upon him. I am prepared to make a great 
sacrifice if you will give me the strength to 
do so. But I cannot, / cannot^ unless you 
give me your promise." 

"I can give you no promise," she answered. 
" Do you pretend to love me, and yet would 
you let my father suffer innocently? would 
you let ant/ one — a stranger whom you had 
never seen — thus suffer when you had it in 
your power to save him? I can give you 
no promise, even to save him. He would 
refuse to be saved on such a condition." 

" Remember," he said fiercely, " I want to 
save him: it is you who will have yourself 
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to blame if he is convicted." Then, in a 
moment, his manner changed to entreaty. 
" Have pity on me ! " he cried suddenly, ap- 
proaching her, and seizing her hand in his 
fevered grasp: "I need your pity. You are 
so tender-hearted, so loving! Have pity on 
me, Dorothy, and tell me you will not for- 
sake me.'* 

There was a strange misery about him, 
which touched the girl's heart, even while he 
was killing the love which had been growing 
up for him. " Mr. Bolden," she said, " I 
leave it to your own conscience to take my 
father's part or not. Your belief that he is 
innocent can be of no real use to him unless 
you can bring forward some proof of his in- 
nocence. But whatever you may do or say 
must be without reference to me. You and 
I can never be any thing to each other. My 
father pledged his word to yours never to 
allow any further intercourse between us. 
His word and his wish are sacred to me ; and 
even were it otherwise " — She checked the 
further words she would have spoken: the 
look of despair in his face filled her with a 
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sort of fear. "I am sorry," she faltered: "I 
would not have any one suffer through me; 
but it is best for both of us to speak the truth." 

" Oh, you are cruel ! " he said, " cruel to 
one who needs your pity. You cast me off, — 
you who seemed my friend. Have you forgot- 
ten those walks about your garden ? that even- 
ing at Richmond? those meetings afterwards? 
Dorothy, are you false, as well as cruel ?" 

The girl now stood trembling with a keen 
sense of mingled pain and shame and name- 
less regret. " I am neither cruel nor false," 
she said, bending her head in her sorrow 
and self-abasement. "God forgive me if I 
have done you any wrong,, and help us both 
to do what is right ! Good-by, Mr. Bolden : 
we must not meet again." 

She had released her hand from his, and 
stood there for a moment, so near him, and 
yet, as he felt too surely, removed to an im- 
measurable distance. He did not attempt to 
detain her, but, with a smothered groan, 
turned away, even before Dorothy, with bent 
head and hands clasped together, had glided 
into the shrouding fog and disappeared. 
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SUCCESS. 

""VT^OU see now," said Rupert Vaughan, 
-■- folding some papers together as he 
spoke, " that I was not too sanguine when I 
told you at first that this cloud must soon 
pass away. At our first interview here, — in 
fact, in my firet conversation with Dorothy, — 
I was persuaded in my own mind that I held 
a clew to the real perpetrator of this crime ; 
and I cannot but think that you yourself had 
your suspicions respecting him." 

"Yes," replied Mr. Rivers, "it is useless 
to deny it; yet I had no right to express 
suspicions which might have been quite 
unfounded." 

The two men remained silent fop some 
moments. Neither of them appeared elated 
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by the success which had attended Rupert 
Vaughan's eflforts to frame a defence of his 
old friend, obviously so strong as to warrant 
assurance of the result, but which, at the 
same time, fastened upon Yere Bolden the 
double guilt of the committal of the forgery 
and the allowing an innocent man to suffer 
in his stead. 

Rupert Vaughan had followed up with 
dogged resolution every indication which he 
had discovered. He had visited Paris, where 
the check had been presented, and had un- 
ravelled, inch by inch, sufficient of the past 
to infold Vere Bolden in toils from which it 
would have been impossible to extricate him- 
self. It had been a task distasteful to. the 
last degree, but he had fulfilled it unhestitat- 
ingly, as the one means of rescuing his old 
friend. 

And now he had just laid before Mr. 
Rivers the result of his labors, — a result 
altogether gratifying so far as his chief aim 
was concerned. And yet both men seemed 
rather depressed than otherwise as they sat in 
the fading light by the dim window which had 
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been Arthur Rivera's sole outlook on the out- 
side world for many long Weeks past, 

"You must not think me ungrateful 
Vaughan," said the old man at last, leaning 
forward, and touching his friend lightly on 
the shoulder: "were you to do so, you would 
wrong me ; for my heart is full of gratitude 
to you for your noble and unselfish devotion 
to my interests, and, above all, for your un- 
wearied care of Dorothy. But" — and here 
he passed his hand in a troubled, helpless 
way across his forehead — "I cannot but 
shrink from the thought of Vere Bolden 
being brought to justice. I cannot rejoice in 
being rescued at his expense." 

For answer Rupert rose from his seat, and 
began to pace up and down the narrow room. 
His old friend's mind was no sealed book to 
him: he could read only too clearly what 
was passing in it now. There was natural 
pity for Vere's father, pity for Vere himself, 
against whom he entertained no shadow of 
revenge or animosity ; but there was beyond 
all this the thought of Dorothy^ of what 
Dorothy would suffer when she knew that 
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Vere was guilty. Rupert had uprooted from 
his own heart that* first fierce gladness at the 
discovery that he could prove Vere to be 
unworthy of Dorothy's affection. He had 
struggled manfully with it, until he could 
say, as in the sight of God, that he had over- 
come himself in this; but none the less he 
felt strongly that in justice Vere should suf- 
fer, and he was still actuated by a burning 
sense of indignation at what Mr. Rivers and 
Dorothy had endured. Yet he said to him- 
self that to know Vere guilty would be mis- 
ery to Dorothy. The girl's sensitive nature 
would be wounded to the quick by the dis- 
covery, and beyond all else Rupert would 
save Dorothy from pain. 

After a while he took his seat near his 
friend. " Rivers," he said slowly, " there is 
one way out of this which will save you with- 
out ruining Vere Bolden." Mr. Rivers looked 
at him with eager questioning. " One only 
way, which, if you desire it, I am ready to 
try. I will see his father, and go over with 
him what I have gone over with you this 
evening. If I can make him see the matter 
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as clearly as I should hope to make the jury 
see it at your trial, all may be well." Arthur 
Rivers held out his hand. 

" If you will add this to all that you have 
done for me, Vaughan,'* he said in a trem- 
bling voice, "you will make me a happier 
man than I hoped ever to be again. God 
knows I would spare Benjamin Bolden even 
the knowledge of this if I could, but since 
this cannot be without sacrificing myself and 
Dorothy's happiness, I accept the alternative. 
He will be spared at least the public dis- 
grace. I ask nothing for myself, remember, 
but that this should not come to trial, — no 
indemnity from Benjamin Bolden: I could 
accept none at his hands. I want nothing 
but to be a free man once more." 

The hope of being free without the misery 
of seeing Dorothy suffer any humiliation in 
the knowledge of Vere Bolden's crime had 
brought a touch of his old placid happiness 
to his face, which Rupert saw and understood, 
and which thrilled him with tenderest sym- 
pathy. 

"It shall be as you wish," he said; "and I 
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have no doubt as to the result, I shall drop 
in, and give Dorothy my evening report of 
you, and then see Mr. Bolden at his own 
house before I sleep. Good-night for the last 
time, I trust, within these walls." 

Dorothy was watching for him at the win- 
dow, as she had done for many evenings, never 
without a feeling of grateful comfort when 
she saw his tall figure approaching. He did 
not know, or it would have gladdened his 
heart, how this evening visit from him was 
the one thing to which she looked forward 
through each day, the one thing which broke 
upon the gray monotony of her life like a ray 
of warmth and comfort. To hear her father's 
loving messages ; to know that he was looking 
like himself, that he was not fretting, but 
quite calm and serene ; to feel that Rupert 
Vaughan had so Qompletely identified him- 
self with their cares, that he was working 
with all his power to free her father , to learn 
day by day more of the depth of tenderness 
and kindness, of the strength and nobleness, of 
his nature, — all this was Dorothy's comfort 
in these dreary days. It took her out of her- 
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self; it strengthened her in her endeavors to 
banish that past with which Vere Bolden was 
connected, and which was ever, in her lonely 
moments, besetting her with dangerous mem- 
ories, rendering more poignant her loneliness 
and grief. She listened for Rupert's step 
upon the stairs, and then opened the door 
before he knocked. 

" I am going to ask you for a cup of tea 
this evening, Dorothy," he said (he had fallen 
into the habit, since that first evening when 
she had come to seek him, of calling her 
Dorothy). " I have some business on hand 
to-night, and shall probably not be home till 
late." 

" Oh, yes ! it will be nice to have you stay," 
said Dorothy; and she ran to tell Katy to 
hasten tea. " And how was he to-day?" she 
asked, drawing a low stool near the fire, and 
motioning Rupert to a seat opposite. The fire- 
light cast a soft glow over her face, and he 
could almost have fancied that it was the old 
Dorothy who was looking at him with those 
dark, eager eyes. 

" More himself than for some time past," 
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he answered. " Dorothy, I have good hopes 
that you will have him with you very soon." 

He had always cheered her with the assur- 
ance that all would be well, but had never 
spoken with such a tone of certainty. " O Mr. 
Vaughan ! " she cried, " you would not say so 
unless you had good grounds for your hope. 
If I only had him with me once again, to 
love him and care for him as he did all my 
life for me, I should — I should be happy ! " 

She bent her head upon her hands, and 
Rupert saw the tears fall through her fingers. 
" Be comforted, dear Dorothy," he said, and, 
stooping forward, touched her bowed head 
softly with his strong hand. " Be comforted : 
you will have him with you soon, and all will 
be well. She looked up at him wistfully 
through her tears. "Mr. Vaughan, if the 
consciousness of good deeds makes us happy, 
you ought to be happy. You have been, oh ! 
so good to us, who can make you no return." 

" I want no return, Dorothy, except to see 
you your old self."" 

"You will never see me the same," she 
answered, compelled to speak by the great 
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tenderness in his face; and then a deep, 
painful glow rushed over her own. "I — I 
have grieved too much about — papa." 

" I know," he said ; " but you will forget 
these dark days by and by. You are young, 
Dorothy, and these saddening impressions 
will wear off." 

Katy's entrance with the tea-tray put an 
end to the talk between them, and Dorothy 
busied herself in pouring out tea for Rupert. 
He sat and watched her, happy, in spite of 
himself, in being near her. 

Dorothy for her part little dreamed of the 
extent of her influence over him. She felt, 
indeed, a perfect confidence in his affection 
for her father and herself; but that he loved 
her with a love which was part of his very 
life, she never suspected. 

" Will you take me with you to-morrow ? " 
she asked when he rose to go. " I am so long- 
ing to see him, and I know how he must want 
me. 

" Have patience for a little longer," he 
replied, smiling down upon her as he held 
out his hand. " You shall go with me next 
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week if by that time I have not brought him 
back to you." 

" Oh ! if you give me that hope I will be 
. very patient. Next week ! I shall begin to 
count the hours. O Mr. Vaughan ! bring him 
back to me, and I shall bless you all my life 
long." 

" Dear Dorothy," he said, his eyes growing 
dim with emotion, " you know, do you not, 
how greatly I long to bring him back ? how 
your sorrow is mine, and your joy will be 
mine also?" 

" I know," she answered, "you are our best 
and truest friend, — our only friend." They 
stood with hands clasped for a moment, and 
then he left her. 
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FATHER AND SON. 

"TDENJAMIN BOLDEN sat leisurely sip- 
-*-^ ping his claret, and glancing from time 
to time at his son, who sat at the other side 
of the sumptuously appointed table, from 
which the invaluable Mrs. Hole, discreet and 
mechanical as ever, had withdrawn in silken 
silence. Vere Bolden had already taken 
more wine than was his wont, and his father 
watched him now as he filled his glass and 
emptied it. The young man's handsome face 
had grown strangely haggard within the last 
few weeks. This evening his cheeks were 
flushed, and his eyes burning, as with some 
iiiward excitement. 

" You are taking too much wine, Vere," 
said his father, breaking a silence which had 

172 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



FATHER AND SON. 173 

lasted several minutes. "Depend upon it, 
you will not be the man I am, at my age, 
unless you practise moderation. That Hunga- 
rian wine is very fiery." 

" Yes," said Vere, pushing his empty glass 
from him: "it has done my head no good 
already." 

"You are not well: I have noticed for 
some time past that you are not yourself. 
You are not fool enough, I trust, to let the 
thought of Miss Dorothy Rivers prey upon 
your health? Events have proved the wis- 
dom of my warning you to avoid any entan- 
glement with her. The daughter of a felon^ 
putting aside every thing else, is scarcely the 
woman one would select as a wife." 

The flush deepened on Vere's cheek ; and 
he set his teeth together, enduring the tor- 
ture which his father inflicted as best he 
might. Had that interview with Dorothy 
resulted differently, had he but obtained her 
promise to cast in her lot with his, he would, 
he thought, have acted very differently. He 
would have braved his father's fury, and 
confessed every thing, and cleared Arthur 
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Rivers from suspicion. A father would not 
prosecute his own son ; and were he even to 
disinherit him, the world was wide, and he 
was young. With Dorothy's love and pres- 
ence to sustain him he might yet make 
something of his life. 

But Dorothy had rejected him. "You and 
I can never be any thing to each other," she 
had said ; and the sad, beautiful, determined 
face rose up before him. Yes, there had been 
pity and sorrow in it, but no faltering, and, 
he thought with a fresh pang, no love. Ah ! 
had she known all, there would have been 
contempt and loathing. 

Living over again that scene with Dorothy, 
he even forgot his father's presence. Yes, 
had she known all! The sweat broke out 
upon his forehead, and the flush died out of 
his face. 

" Suppose you take a three months' trip to 
the Continent ? " 

His father's voice broke in upon his miser- 
able pre-occupation. " By that time matters 
will be in train about Mudborough, and you 
can run down there with me, and see the 
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people, and take the first steps in your politi- 
cal campaign." 

Vere wiped his forehead, and made a wild 
effort to bring his thoughts under control. 

"The Continent? yes, now that you speak 
of it, I think I shall run over to Paris for a 
few weeks, and perhaps on to Florence or 
Naples if Mudborough can wait so long." 

" If you are back by February it will be 
time enough, but no later, remember." 

" I shall be back by February." 

Yes, he would go to-morrow, to-morrow 
morning. This horrible weight would be 
lifted from him if he could but escape from 
London, from England: here every thing 
reminded him of his secret degradation, of 
his misery ; here Dorothy would forever 
haunt him with her innocent, accusing eyes. 
Let him but once return to his favorite 
haunts, to the bright skies of France, of 
Italy, and all this that had happened would 
pass away like an 6vil dream, and he could 
be his own old, careXesiS self, untroubled by 
a serious reflection. He drew a sigh of mo- 
mentary relief at the Jbar^ ^t^pught. It was 
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the anticipation of this release that gave him 
strength to ask, almost in his natural voice, 
" Is it likely to go hard with Rivers ? " 

Benjamin Bolden's face, in spite of its soft, 
Eastern curves, could look at times hard and 
implacable as that of a Spanish Inquisitor. 
He had a way of dropping his eyelids at such 
moments, as though concealing some cruel 
secret which his eyes might have disclosed ; 
but there came a look to his face, a curve to 
his somewhat heavy lips, which Vere had seen 
and recoiled from a few times in his life, and 
which more than any thing had strengthened 
the young man's conviction of his father's 
relentless nature. 

" It is probable that it will, as you say, go 
hard with him," he answered : " there are a 
number of circumstances which seem to hedge 
him in beyond escape. In the first place, his 
leaving me in that sudden manner, a step so 
entirely at variance with his whole previous 
conduct ; then, what is still more damaging, 
his leaving his home with equal abruptness ; 
and, worst of all, the secrecy of his move- 
ments, the concealment, which made it a 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



FATHER AND SON. 177 

matter of difficulty and skill to trace his 
whereabouts." 

Yere had taken another glass of the Hun- 
garian wine while his father was speaking. 

" But he practised no disguise of any kind,*' 
he said hoarsely. ^^ He had not changed his 
name or " — 

"Have you yet to learn," said Benjamin 
Bolden, with a sneer, " that Arthur Rivers is 
a dreamer, or, in other words, must ever be 
more fool than knave ? " 

" But," persisted Vere, still upheld by that 
prospect of escape upon the morrow, " is it 
probable, that, after his serving you faithfully 
BO long " — 

" Bah ! " interrupted his father impatient- 
ly. " Was it probable that a patient, quiet 
drudge, as he had seemed for all those years, 
should turn upon his employer and benefactor 
with finished insolence, and, forsooth, treat 
me with contempt 1 " and a sudden fierce flash 
leaped from the eyes, no longer veiled. " No, 
you can predicate nothing of such a man : one 
thing is as probable as another." 

" Who will defend him ? " Once more Vere 
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spojce, but his voice had grown huskier still ; 
and again he wiped his forehead. 

" I cannot tell you : no one, be well assured, 
who will have skill enough to clear him. It is 
not probable that he will be able to secure 
any legal talent of a high order." 

Mr. Bolden seldom suffered himself to be 
ruffled. The prosperous dignity of his de- 
meanor was seldom marred by any exhibition 
of strong feeling ; and he loved to think that 
his passions and emotions were his own secret, 
unguessed at even, by others. It irritated 
him now to think, that, in his son's presence, 
he had shown any of the feelings which actu- 
ated him with regard to his quondam clerk, 
and which were in reality very strong. 

That this man, whom he had ever regarded 
with a good-natured contempt, should have 
dared to treat him, Benjamin Bolden, clothed 
in the dignity of wealth and power, with 
"finished insolence," as he had said, had 
stung him to the quick : and the sting rankled 
yet ; for, passionately as he loved money, he 
loved himself even more. 
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BETRIBUTION. 

"TTE was about to rise from table when a 
-L-L servant entered the room. 

" A gentleman to see you on business, sir. 
I told him that you did not wish to be dis- 
turbed ; but he said it was urgent business, 
which required your attention." Mr. Bolden 
glanced at the card which the man offered 
him, and on which was inscribed, "Rupert 
Vaughan, Esq., Q. C." 

" Show him into the library," he said, and 
followed the servant out, 

When he was alone, Vere Bolden threw 
himself back with a gesture of relief; casting 
off, as it were, the mask which he had com- 
pelled himself to wear in his father's presence. 
To-morrow! Yes, to-morrow he would be 
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free : he need not, at least, endure the double 
misery of keeping up this mockery ; nay, he 
did not doubt that lie would be able to throw 
off all these toils which had beset him, and 
wipe out these past months from his memory. 
Why should he not ? He had had no thought 
of making Dorothy's father suffer in his stead 
when he committed, in self-defence, that act 
of which the old man stood accused: he 
(Vere) had been driven to it by sheer neces- 
sity, and as the one means of escape from 
humiliation and disgrace. Men had done 
worse deeds, he argued, and yet had been 
able to enjoy life afterwards: why should 
not he ? A few years at most, which, in any 
case, could hold little enjoyment, little but 
labor and sorrow, were all that the old man 
could look forward to. What could his suf- 
ferings be, compared with what Vere would 
have to endure ? 

And, after all, it was not so certain that he 
would be found guilty. Found guilty — the 
words seemed to repeat themselves, as if a 
voice were whispering them in his ear. He 
rose and began pacing up and down the 
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room. Who was guilty? What an ugly- 
word it was ! Dorothy's father ? And how 
would it be with her? What mute misery 
there had been in her face ! It would never 
be the same sweet, radiant face again. Well, 
was he to blame for that ? Had she but loved 
him as she had seemed to, all might have 
been well. But now he could not, no he 
COULD not, speak the words which would clear 
her father. He shuddered at the thought of 
his own father's face if he should tell him that 
he, his son, and not Arthur Rivers, was the 
criminal. 

He drew aside one of the heavy curtains, 
and looked out. At this distance from town 
the sky was comparatively clear, and the 
moon, near the full, flooded the lawns and 
gardens with a pale, misty radiance. The 
laurels and other evergreens stood like groups 
of dark shrouded figures, some stooping to- 
wards each other, as if holding mysterious 
converse; while the larger trees stretched 
their gaunt, bare arms skyward, as it seemed 
in mute protest. It looked weird and dismal 
enough to Vere ; but the atmosphere of the 
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house felt stifling to his excited brain, and he 
raised the French window, and passed out 
upon the drive. The cool moisture of the air 
refreshed him ; and he walked to and fro for 
a time, then turned aside into the plantation, 
brushing past the dripping shrubs, which 
scattered their drops upon his forehead, or 
met his heated hands with their cool touch. 

He did not know how long he had wan- 
dered there in a maze of wretchedness. The 
fumes of the wine which he had taken partly- 
bewildered him, without deadening the con- 
sciousness of pain and shame. He had not 
given a thought to his father's visitor. It 
was not of infrequent occurrence that per- 
sons who had urgent business with Mr. 
Bolden sought him at his residence, and it 
was seldom that he refused to see them ; but 
Vere was recalled to the remembrance of 
this particular visitor by hearing the house- 
door close, and seeing him stride along the 
drive, in the direction of the gates. Some- 
thing in the tall figure, with its rapid stride, 
struck him as not altogether unfamiliar; and, 
impelled by he knew not what vague feeling 
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of curiosity or anxiety, or it might be by the 
unconscious desire to turn his thoughts away 
from himself, he crossed the grounds by a 
shorter path, so as to intercept the stranger. 
Thus, as Rupert Vaughan neared the gates, 
the two men met. 

At that moment the moon shone out with 
greater clearness, and they distinctly saw 
and recognized each other. 

What had this man, this friend of Mr. 
Rivers and Dorothy, to do with his father ? 
The question flashed through Vere's mind; 
and with it came a sudden foreboding of evil, 
yet no distinct alarm, for he did not con- 
sciously connect Rupert's visit with himself. 
They had met but once before face to face, 
but each had then felt an instinctive aversion 
to the other. Rupert had experienced his 
first pang of jealous misery at the thought of 
this handsome, graceful, young worldling 
having been brought into contact with Doro- 
thy ; while Vere resented even then the fact 
of Rupert's intimacy with Mr. Rivers and 
his daughter. 

But now, while Vere had had no further 
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cause to dislike or suspect Rupert, the latter 
had come to regard him with a feeling, which, 
but for his unmeasured contempt, would have 
been little short of hatred. At the sight of 
him he remained for an instant rooted to the 
spot, his strong frame shook with the passion 
of indignation which possessed him, his hands 
quivered with the desire to seize this coward, 
this traitor, who had brought disgrace and 
wretchedness upon the innocent, — upon one 
whom Rupert had ever regarded with loving 
reverence, — and upon Dorothy, sweet, guile- 
less Dorothy, Had not this man, all unwor- 
thy of the name, stolen the precious treasure 
of Dorothy's affection, and in return made 
her most wretched? Had he not wrecked 
Rupert's own happiness, robbed his life of 
what had sweetened and blessed it ? But it 
was not of himself that he thought now as 
he stood with his stern eyes fixed upon Vere 
Bolden with a gaze of scorn and wrath. Oh, 
to pour out in words his burning anger, to 
tell him that, though he might escape the 
law which he had outraged, yet he must 
ever walk among honest men burdened and 
branded with self-contempt I 
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It was a supreme raoment in Rupert 
Vaughan's life as he stood facing the man 
whom he so bitterly despised, a moment 
which tried him as fire, but in which he came 
out conqueror. For Dorothy's dear sake he 
would refrain. 

Vere, too, had paused for a moment, half 
recoiling with that feeling of foreboding and 
perplexity which the sight of Rupert had 
aroused ; but in another they had passed each 
other without greeting, and the heavy iron 
gates had swung together with a clang. 

Slowly Vere Bolden retraced his steps to 
the house. Had he known what was awaiting 
him there, he would have turned and that 
hour set out upon the journey he meditated. 
Instead of entering by the hall-door, he did so 
by the window, which he had left unclosed, 
in the dining-room, and, as he pushed aside 
the curtain, found himself confronted by his 
father, who had just come in quest of him. 

But was this man his father, — this haggard- 
looking man, with dishevelled hair and glassy 
eyes, with two spots of burning color in his 
pale cheeks? 
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Vere started back in alarm. His first 
thought was, that his father had had a seizure 
of some kind ; and he exclaimed with a tone 
of natural anxiety, " Are you ill, sir? What 
has happened ? " 

" I have come to tell you," replied Benja- 
min Bolden, pointing to a seat, as he spoke, 
with a hand that trembled as though suddenly 
smitten with old age. "Sit there and hear 
me." His very voice was changed, so changed, 
that, had his son heard him speaking with- 
out seeing him he would not have recog- 
nized it. Mechanically the young man sank 
down into the seat, and looked up, his own 
face whitening as he did so, into that of his 
father. 

" I have been, until to-night," said Benjamin 
Bolden, "a proud father, a proud man in 
many ways, but proudest of all of my son, — 
proud of his talent, proud of his handsome 
face and polished ways, proud, by anticipation, 
of the career which was to be his, of the place 
he was to take in the world ; he has seemed 
to me in all things the result of my labors and 
my ambition ; he has been the very core and 
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centre of my hopes, and all the love that my 
heart held has been given to him." He paused ; 
and Vere shrank, as from a cruel wound, from 
the fierce agony in that hard, aged face. " To- 
night," continued Benjamin Bolden, " to-night 
I wish that this son had never been born, or 
that I had seen him laid, a little curly-headed 
child, in his coiBn. To-night I have learned 
that he is not my pride, but my shame. It 
has been made plain to me, so plain that I 
have not for an instant thought of doubting 
it, that this only son of mine has been guilty 
of a crime, ' — a crime which the law of the 
land punishes as felony, — and that he has 
suffered an old and innocent man to lie under 
the imputation of it. I am not a man of 
much sentiment, — some have found me a 
hard man, — nor am I over-sensitive in my 
ideas of honor ;^ but there is a degree of infa- 
my in this which would have startled me, even 
had I not known that the one guilty of it was 
my son, my only son." 

There was another pause, and the father 
drew his hand across his forehead. Vere 
neither spoke nor moved : he seemed as one 
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stricken into stone by the overwhelming shame 
that had come upon him. 

" The person who has been with me to-night 
is a clear-headed and experienced lawyer, a 
friend of Arthur Rivers. He has left no 
stone unturned, mark you, he has shunned no 
trouble, no diflBculty, in making out an over- 
whelming case against you in the defence 
which he has prepared. He has put all before 
me, convincing me absolutely of its truth. 
But had it been otherwise, I should have 
doubted him no longer, for I see it written in 
your face. Why have you thus dishonored 
me?" he cried passionately, and with a 
strange, pathetic gesture, quite un-English, 
which spoke of the nationality from which he 
was in part descended. " What have I done 
that you should thus put me to shame ? 
Ah ! " and here the fierceness of his anger 
overcame that momentary emotion, "it would 
be well to let the law take its course, well that 
you should take the place which Arthur Rivers 
might have occupied in a convict-prison." 

But Vere was at last stung to an impulse 
of self-defence. 
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" It is your own work," he cried hoarsely, 
as he rose suddenly from his seat, his face still 
deathly pale, but his eyes kindling in a fiery 
glow. " It is your own work I Why did you 
send me abroad ? Why did you let me meet 
temptations of a thousand kinds, without one 
restraint ? Why did you pamper and indulge 
me from my infancy, and yet deny me all true 
liberty, making me feel that I was a pampered 
slave rather than a son? Why did you 
make me fear you, and feel that you were so 
absolute in your will, and iron in your pur- 
pose, that it seemed to me the least of two 
evils to seek the escape I did from my difficul- 
ties than to confess them to you? You have 
been a tyrant, rather than a father." 

To this Benjamin Bolden answered noth- 
ing : only he clinched his teeth, and drew his 
breath hard. The two men were wrought to 
the very pitch of passionate excitement. It 
was an evil sight to see them, father and 
son, the two beings whom nature and cir- 
cumstances had placed nearest to each other 
in the world, thus torn asunder, or rather in 
direct opposition, each viewing the other as 
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the cause of his misery and shame. Both 
were speechless for a few moments ; then the 
father, pointing to the door with his shaking 
hand, exclaimed, ^^ Go ! do not insult me with 
your presence any longer." And Vere, hard- 
ened by the disgrace which he had endured, 
stung into blind and bitter anger by the 
taunts of his father, impenitent and reckless as 
never before, strode out of the room, and by 
daybreak found himself on board a channel 
steamer bound to Havre, careless whither he 
went, so long as he could escape from the 
scene of his degradation. 

As for Benjamin Bolden, he sat half 
through the night motionless, his head bowed 
on his clenched hands. 

Was this the end of all his pride and his 
ambition ? this the fruit of his life-long toil- 
ing after wealth ? of his visions of the future 
of his noble-looking, aristocratic son, who 
was to take his place among the highest in 
the land ; the representative, as it were, of the 
vast wealth and the power it entailed, which 
in the future, the far future it had seemed, 
Benjamin Bolden was to leave behind him? 
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So prosperous all his life through, so used 
to the smoothly running wheels of life, such 
a favorite of fortune, ii had seemed to him 
as though the adversities which beset other 
men could not touch him where he stood 
upon his broad-based, golden pedestal; and 
now, for all his gold, England did not hold a 
man more wretched to-night than Benjamin 
Bolden. 

The bitterest drop, however, in his bitter 
cup was the thought that it was due to the 
clemency of Arthur Rivers alone that Vera 
would escape this overwhelming disgrace 
becoming public. 

" It would be but common justice," Rupert 
Vaughan had said, " that the stigma of this 
crime should be publicly transferred from 
Mr. Rivers to your son ; and you can judge 
for yourself, having heard the defence I have 
prepared, whether it would be so: but my 
client does not desire this. It may appear 
quixotic on his part, but he has no wish to 
clear himself at your son's expense. He 
merely demands that you shall withdraw 
the prosecution, stating your conviction that 
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you were in error in suspecting him to have 
been guilty of the charge against him." 

He, Benjamin Bolden, would henceforth 
owe a debt so great as never to be repaid 
to Arthur Rivers, the man whom he had 
injured irreparably, whom he had habitual- 
ly despised: the proud man writhed under 
the thought. And, on the other hand, this 
deadly secret about Vere was in the posses- 
sion of another^ on whose discretion there 
could be no claim. What guaranty existed 
that it would not be whispered abroad, that 
it would not become public gossip, a blight 
upon the name which was to have stood so 
high? And not all his wealth could buy back 
a stainless name for Vere Bolden. 

The torturing anxiety, which grew upon 
him, seemed to confuse his brain. Things 
which had tmnspired long ago in his own 
life, not crimes of which the law could lay 
hold, but actions which were best buried out 
of sight and forgotten, and, indeed, had been 
so for years, rose up now and confronted him. 
They had been hidden away somewhere in the 
chambers of his memory ; and he had lived 
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on untroubled by a thought of them, the 
proud, important man. But now they stirred 
and woke, and passed before him, a long pro- 
cession of ugly shapes, which he could not 
shut out ; and mingled with them were the 
remembrances of Vere's childish faults, of his 
youthful follies and his manly vices, all un- 
checked save when they interfered with his 
father's absolute authority ; and Vere's crime 
appeared as the fitting climax of them all. 

Sitting thus in the dead hours of the night, 
the distant sound of wheels caught his ear. 
He started, listened. He knew what the 
sound meant: it was his son, his only son, 
leaving his father's house without a farewell. 
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HOME AGAIN. 

TT had been snowing steadily throughout 
-■- the afternoon, and London east and west 
wore for a brief season a mantle of pure 
white over its dingy squalor as well as its 
magnificence. At sundown the sky had 
cleared : and now innumerable stars began to 
glitter in the wintry blue, and a new, keen- 
edged moon shone out above the monster 
city; for even in London winter sometimes 
asserts himself in his beauty and rigor. 

Dorothy had been for an hour past rest- 
lessly wandering about the parlor : now look- 
ing, with longing, expectant eyes, up and 
down the street, though she knew they would 
not come before night-fall ; now stirring the 
fire into a blaze ; now giving some transform- 
id^ 
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ing touch to the arrangements of the room. 
She had put on her prettiest dress, with deli- 
cate frills of lace about her neck and sleeves, 
and a flower which Rupert had brought her 
in her bosom. She wanted to look her very 
best, and was glad that her excitement had 
given a rosy flush to her cheeks, which of 
late had been so colorless. A little supper- 
table, spread with a snowy cloth and appetiz- 
ing fare, was laid for three ; and on it stood- a 
bouquet of choice flowers. 

Every thing betokened loving preparation. 
How unspeakably she longed for her father's 
return to her ! yet when, at last, the sound 
of the opening house-door, and steps upon 
the stairs, told her that they had come, her 
heart seemed to stand still, and the flush 
faded from her face. 

The steps came slowly: now they had 
reached the parlor-door, but her trembling 
hands could scarcely open it. 

"Papa," she sobbed, "my darling!" and 
clasped her arms about him as though she 
could never let him go. 

How much, much older he looked, quite 
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feeble, and so weary ! But he smiled on her 
with love unspeakable as he suffered her to 
lead him to a seat, the easiest of easy-chairs, 
which Rupert had sent the day before. 

" Home again with my little girl," he said, 
and that was all ; but he could not take his 
eyes from her face* 

Rupert had gone to the window, and was 
looking out at the white roofs and star-lit 
sky. In the depth and tenderness of his 
sympathy he felt that this meeting was too 
sacred, even for the eyes of one who loved 
them both so well. But, after a little silence, 
he felt the touch of Dorothy's hand upon his 
arm. "I want to thank you," she said. "Oh, 
you must let me thank you ! you must let me 
say, at least, a little, a very little, of what I 
feel ; for my heart is too full I 1 will pray 
God to bless you every day of my life, and 
the day when I can prove my gratitude to 
you will be the happiest to me." 

He was too much moved to answer her. 
There was but one way in which she could 
add to his happiness, and of that her heart 
knew nothing. He took her hand, and led 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



HOME AGAIN. 197 

her back to her father, then drew a seat near 
them for himself. Katy had not yet seen her 
master: but now Dorothy rang to summon 
her ; and the faithful woman came, trying to 
hide her agitation as best she might. 

"Katy, you have been a true friend," said 
Mr. Rivers, holding out his hand : " next to 
Mr. Vaughan, there is no one to whom we 
owe so much." 

" Bless you, sir," said Katy, " don't talk to 
me like that: it breaks niy heart. Could 
I have left her, poor lamb ^ Wasn't she like 
my own? Thank the Lord you've come 
back, master ! It will be all right now." 

But, in the privacy of her own little attic- 
room, that night Katy indulged in a long, 
hearty cry. He was sadly changed, sadly 
changed, she said, shaking her head; more 
shame on them that brought this trouble on 
the best and kindest gentleman she had ever 
known. 

They did not talk much that first evening 
of his return. He was indeed very weary. 
He had come out of the dark shadow, but it 
seemed as though it had left a chill upon him. 
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"You will come to-morrow?" said Doro- 
thy to Rupert Vaughan when he was going. 
He smiled. 

" I will come to-morrow and as often as 
I can," he answered ; " but remember that I 
have large arrears of work to look after." 

" I know, of course, — you have put every 
thing aside for us ; but you must not think 
that we can do without you now^^' she said 
with something of her old sweet unreason- 
ableness. 

A few days passed, and it was plain to 
Dorothy, that, for the future, her father 
would not be the bread-winner for the little 
family. The money which the sale of their 
furniture had realized had been diminishing 
with startling rapidity; though Katy had 
striven hard to husband it, and Dorothy was 
fully alive to the necessity of rigid economy. 
Yet, where her father was concerned, she 
could not find it in her heart to economize. 
True, it was under protest that he partook of 
the little delicacies which she procured for 
him ; but she could be imperious still, and he 
was too feeble to remonstrate very vigorously. 
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One evening, as Rupert Vaughan was ap- 
proaching the house, Dorothy met him. 

" I have come out to meet you," she said. 
"I want to talk to you about something I 
cannot speak of before papa ; and I want your 
help, as usual." 

For answer, Rupert offered her his arm, 
and they walked on together. 

"I want to get something to do," said 
Dorothy; "for 1 find that our expenses, 
small as they are, are rapidly eating up our 
little fortune, and you see that papa must 
not think of work any more. You must 
help me to find a situation of some kind 
which will help to support us." 

Rupert did not attempt to dissuade her 
from her purpose, nor did he express any 
surprise at her intention. 

" What work do you think would suit you 
best?" he asked, after a few moments' reflec- 
tion. "What would you be best adapted 
for?" 

" Honestly, I don't know," she answered 
ruefully, yet with a little half-laugh at her- 
self; "but I am willing to try almost any 
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thing, I don't care what it is, so long as I 
can do it. Teaching, I suppose, would be 
the best and most natural occupation for a 
young lady ; but I have always been such a 
wilful, spoiled girl, you know, that teaching 
does not seem my calling." She spoke very 
simply and penitently. " Still, if there is no 
other way, I must try that ; for something I 
must do at once. Surely this great London 
must yield some occupation, even for me." 

"How about drawing?" he asked. "I 
remember some etchings of yours which I 
thought remarkable for a school-girl. Per- 
haps we might find some engraving for you." 

"Could I make any money by copying? 
There is one thing I think I may pride myself 
on a little : I write a good hand, and I can 
write rapidly." 

" Then we have it ! " exclaimed Rupert 
quite joyously. " I know some one who will 
supply you with work, to whom you would 
really be invaluable, and who will give you a 
fair remuneration." 

" Oh, I am so glad ! but can T do it at 
home ? Of course that would be best." 
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" Yes, you can do it at home : I will bring 
you the work, and take it to him when it is 
done." 

Dorothy was immensely relieved to find 
that her object could be attained so easily ; 
and when, a few days afterwards, Rupert 
brought her some formidable documents and 
a roll of parchment, with all the necessary 
adjuncts, she felt no small satisfaction. 

A little explanation on Rupert's part, and 
preliminary practice on hers, enabled her to 
do her copying very satisfactorily ; and when 
she received, through Rupert Vaughan, the 
first money she had ever earned, a little glow 
of natural pride and pleasure stole over her. 
She had led a life so simple and unworldly, 
— although hitherto as the lilies of the field, 
that neither toil nor spin, — that it had never 
occurred to her to regard work as derogatory ; 
and the thought now of being able to take 
upon herself the burden which her father had 
borne so long was sweet and comforting. 
Nothing could have tended so much to re- 
store her to her wonted cheerfulness, and 
help her to overcome the depression and 
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regret which even her father's return had not 
removed. True, copying law-papers is not in 
itself an enlivening occupation ; but Dorothy- 
developed, to her own surprise, some of that 
capacity for patient, plodding work which 
her father had possessed so largely, and, be- 
sides, felt an almost childlike anxiety that 
her task should be deserving of praise. Then, 
there was her father's presence : she had but 
to look up from her writing, and watch him 
as he sat reading or thinking in his easy- 
chair, turning ever and anon for a word or 
smile from Dorothy, and any passing feeling 
of weariness at the monotony of her occupa- 
tion passed away. 

Some hours of every day were so spent ; 
but enough remained for other occupations, 
— for walks, when a little sunshine bright- 
ened the wintry days, with her father; he 
leaning on her arm, and walking, far more 
slowly than of old, along the sunny side 
of the streets, sometimes even as far as 
Regent's Park, where already, though it was 
but February, a few hardy crocuses showed 
their pretty faces in the borders, and tufts of 
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snowdrops made Dorothy long for the coun- 
try lanes where she had been wont to gather 
them. 

In gloomier weather Dorothy walked alone ; 
and sometimes Rupert overtook her going 
homeward in the dusk, her little marketing- 
basket on her arm. The person who em- 
ployed her was very regular in his payments, 
always made through Rupert, and, though of 
this Dorothy had no suspicion, very unusu- 
ally liberal in his remuneration, — so liberal, 
in fact, that the young girl found it easier 
than she had dared to hope to defray their 
modest expenses. 

" How fortunate I have been I " she would 
say quite exultingly to Rupert; "and how 
fortunate it is that my schooling was not 
quite thrown away. I am sure you always 
thought me a most useless member of society: 
now own that you did." 

He was so overjoyed to see her once more 
in a playful mood that he encouraged it by 
exaggerated statements of his former opinion 
of her and his present amazement at the 
qualities which she was developing. In truth, 
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he had always known that Dorothy was made 
of good metal : he had always given her full 
credit for a brave, loving heart, for a noble, 
steadfast nature, under all the little disguis- 
ing whims and tempers of a spoiled though 
charming girl. 

So the winter wore away, and in the length- 
ening days and warmer sunshine Dorothy 
grew brighter too. She was full of hope that 
her father would regain strength in the more 
genial weather, and watched with loving, 
eager eyes for any sign of improvement. 

" We must take him to the country," said 
Rupert: "that is what he needs. We will 
have a long day in the green fields, which 
will do him more good than all the doctors. 
We vnll take him to some new place. Leave 
it all to me." 

Dorothy gratefully submitted ; and on the 
first day that could in all honesty be termed 
an unmistakably fine one, Rupert arrived 
in a carriage, and carried them off to green 
fields and budding trees and flowers, and 
country sounds of birds and brooks and 
village children. 
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They found a lovely sheltered nook where 
Mr. Rivers could sit and rest and dream, and 
Rupert and Dorothy rambled off together. 

By the brink of a stream she had noticed 
a crowd of the purple iris, and she was long- 
ing to gather them. Ah, how beautiful it was, 
— this soft, warm silence I how dreamlike 
after the dull, confused noises of Bell Street ! 
these flower-spangled fields, after the gray, 
unlovely monotony of the streets which had 
grown so familiar ! She filled her hands with 
the flowers, and leaned her face against them, 
and even shed some loving tears upon them. 

"Do not think me foolish," she said to 
Rupert: "I have always been so fond of 
them, and it is so sweet to find them just the 
same as when I gathered them as a child. 
How faithful Nature is! the same year by 
year in her sweet ways." 

"Are you happy to-day, Dorothy ? " It was 
the first time he dared to put the question to 
her ; but to-day there was a child-like, grate- 
ful tenderness about her that made him dare 
to hope that the cloud was passing from her. 

She looked up with a smile. " I should be a 
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very thankless creature to be unhappy/' she 
answered, " when every thiiig is being done 
to give me pleasure. Every thing is in a con- 
spiracy with you, — even my old friends, the 
lilies." 

Whatever it might be to Dorothy, to 
Rupert it was the happiest day he had 
known since that one, so well remembered, 
when he had met Vere Bolden returning 
from his first visit to the cottage. 

Mr. Rivers, too, was more like himself than 
he had been for months past. It seemed 
almost like old times, and Rupert rejoiced in 
the success of his experiment. 

They dined together off country fare at a 
little village inn, and did not set out on their 
return to London till towards evening. The 
stars were shining and silence holding her brief 
reign over the vast city when they parted. 

Since Dorothy and her father had lived in 
Bell Street, Rupert's rooms at Mrs. Oldwin's 
house, country though it was, had strangely 
lost their charm ; and he resided for the most 
part in his old quarters, where, in the olden 
days, before his friendship with the Riverses 
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had stirred all the latent tenderness of his 
nature, and. made life wear a different aspect, 
he had led an existence so solitary and devoid 
of natural interests. 

The ancient, colorless rooms were un- 
changed ; and so was the old janitress, who 
squinted and took snuff not less frequently 
than formerly, but whom Rupert no longer 
regarded in the light of a personal infliction, 
rather, indeed, with good-humored toleration. 

Letting himself in, and stepping gently 
past the den in which this mysterious person 
passed the night, Rupert ascended the long 
flight of dusky stairs to his chambers. Late 
though it was, he seated himself at his office- 
table to glance through a pile of letters 
which had come in his absence ; all of them 
of more or less importance to the writers and 
to Rupert in his legal capacity, but without, 
for him, any personal interest. He read them 
with judicial calmness, and laid them aside 
for further consideration on the morrow. 
But here was one more, one purely personal, 
and of such absorbing interest that he read 
it, not once, but many times. It ran thus : — 
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ClTFPE HALIi, ^SHIBB, 

April 10, 1860. 
Sir, — It is our melancholy duty to inform you that 
yesterday, the 9th inst., at eleven o'clock p.m., your 
relative, Sir Anthony Vaughan Clyffe, breathed his 
last, after a very brief illness. As the legal advisers 
of the late lamented baronet, we write to request your 
attendance at the funeral, which will take place on the 
13th, after which the will of the deceased will be read. 
You are probably aware, that, with the exception of a 
grand-niece, who, owing to her refusal to accept cer- 
tain conditions laid down by the late Sir Anthony, has 
forfeited all claim to the inheritance of Clyffe, you are 
yourself the nearest living relative. Permit us, there- 
fore, to congratulate you on succeeding to the estate 
and the bulk of the funded property. We shall have 
much pleasure in entering into full explanations when 
you come, which we trust you will make it convenient 
to do without delay. 

Your obedient servants, 

SCATTLING AND BeAMS, 

Solicitors^ etc. 

O Dorothy, little Dorothy ! am I to rob 
you of your inheritance ? that was Rupert's 
first thought. Then he remembered how, on 
the day when Mr. Rivers had consulted him 
about the letter from Sir Anthony, the possi- 
bility of this had suddenly crossed his mind. 
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Well, he would at least have a right to insist 
upon sharing the inheritance with her, and 
for her father's sake she could not refuse. 

Never was man less elated by a sudden 
revolution of fortune's wheel in his favor 
than was Rupert Vaughan. Any gratifica- 
tion which he might have experienced was 
neutralized by the thought that Dorothy, but 
for the crabbed injustice of an old tyrant, 
would have been the heiress of ClyjBFe. 

His first impulse was to write her what 
had occurred, since he could not see her 
before leaving London, but, on reflection, 
he concluded that it would be better to tell 
her all when they met : there would be a for- 
mality in writing it which seemed at vari- 
ance with their intimate friendship. After 
destroying, in a very unbusiness-like manner, 
several sheets of paper, he hastily wrote the 
following : — 

Dear Dorothy, — I have been unexpectedly called 

away on urgent business, but shall make my absence 

as short as possible. God keep you both until we 

meet again. 

Ever yours, R. V. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



CHAPTER XX. 

IN bupert's absence. 

ON" the following morning Rupert left 
London, and was well on his way north- 
ward before Dorothy had received his note. 

She had grown accustomed to his help in 
every thing : the sense of his protection for 
all these months past bad been so comforting, 
the knowledge, that, in any difficulty, any 
emergency, he was at Iiand to help them with 
his counsel and his unfailing energy and 
goodness, had supported her so much more 
than she herself knew, that the tidings of 
his departure, even for a little while, was bad 
news to Dorothy. 

" Mr. Vaughan won't come to see us for a 
few days, papa," she said, stooping over the 
white head to kiss it softly. "He sends me 
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a note to say that he has had to go out of 
town unexpectedly, but hopes to be back 
soon. So you will have to put up with just 
Dotie to entertain you." She spoke quite 
cheerily, for she would not give him even a 
passing feeling of depression. 

" Dotie is best of all," he answered > " but 
after her comes Vaughan." 

The days passed more slowly, now that 
Rupert's visits did not enliven them, and 
the copying which Dorothy faithfully per- 
sisted in seemed a little more wearisome; 
but there. was all the more need that she 
should exert herself to be cheerful. The 
weather, happily, was fine ; and she beguiled 
her father into walking with her, in the pleas- 
ant evenings, into more airy localities than 
Bell Street ; and once they had a moonlight 
stroll together to and fro on London Bridge, 
and watched the river gliding past, and the 
Parliament Houses looking as though built of 
ebony and silver, and they talked together 
tenderly of many things which night and 
silence bring nearer to us than day with its 
bustling cares and activities. They talked 
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of Dorothy's mother, of her who was await- 
ing them in that restful land to which the old 
man was beginning to look forward with a 
reverent longing. The daughter seemed to 
gain a deeper insight than ever before into 
her father's heart. 

A week or two had gone, and still no tid- 
ings of Rupert ; then they looked for him day 
by day, and said each evening that surely he 
would come on the morrow. Dorothy had fin- 
ished all her copying, and would very gladly 
have received her weekly payments ; for the 
rent of their lodgings had fallen due, and 
swallowed up so much of their funds that 
she began for the first time to feel a nervous 
dread of the future. The weather became 
sultry and oppressive ; and Dorothy could not 
shut her eyes to the fact that her father's 
health was suffering from the pent-up street, 
with its unrefreshing odors. Each day it 
seemed to tell upon him ; and, alas ! she did 
not dare to incur the expense of moving to a 
better locality. It had grown, for some days 
past, to be too great an effort for him to walk 
with her, even in the evening. She could 
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but set the window open, and let in the air, 
such as it was. How cruel was the longing 
that came to her on such stifling evenings 
for their old home, not for herself, — she had 
no thought for herself now, — but for him ! 
Ah! if she could but take him to the old 
garden, with its pleasant lawns, where the 
trees cast such a cooling shade, and^the roses 
perfumed the air, where they could hear 
the brook brawling in the distance, and the 
thrushes and blackbirds in the tall elm-trees 
by the gate, he would get well and strong 
again. But now her heart gave a throb of 
anguish as she saw how thin his face had 
grown of late ; and the first chill of dread fell 
upon her, that, if she could not take him out 
of this great, cruel London, in a little while 
he might be taken from her forever, and she 
would be alone, alone, in this weary world. 

" Dotie," he said, looking up from the book 
he was reading, " go out for your walk. You 
must not stay in this evening because I feel 
lazy, and disinclined to exert myself. Put on 
your bonnet before it grows too late." 

Partly to hide the tears which had been 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



214 DOROTHY. 

gathering in her eyes, Dorothy obeyed him, 
leaving Katy on guard, in case her father 
needed any thing. 

The evening was sultry and lowering, and 
she herself felt languid, and disinclined to 
walk far. She bethought her of an evening 
service which was held in a little mission 
chapel in an adjoining street, and in which 
she and her father worshipped. It was about 
the hour for service, and Dorothy had not 
gone many paces before the little shrill-toned 
bell began its summons. The building was a 
new one, — an experiment much needed, but 
little appreciated as yet, in this dreary neigh- 
borhood, which was far less impressionable in 
its hopeless mediocrity than that morally far 
worse one where other devoted priests were 
laboring successfully among roughs and out- 
casts. The congregations in the little church 
were very small as yet ; and at these evening 
week-day services a mere handful, literally 
two or three, were gathered together. The 
young priest, however, was a determined 
man, not easily discouraged, and he perse- 
vered. The bell ceased before Dorothy had 
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reached the chapel-door, and the solemn mon- 
otone of the clergyman's voice greeted her as 
she entered. A few worshippers were scat- 
tered throughout the building, and Dorothy 
took one of the seats nearest the entrance. 
It was still daylight outside, but here through 
the narrow slits of stained windows only a 
faint twilight penetrated. In the chancel a 
couple of candles shone like stars. Dorothy 
wished her father had come with her : it was 
so peaceful here, shef felt her cares drop from 
her as she knelt and listened to the words so 
familiar yet ever coming as a new message to 
the weary heart. 

The service was nearly over when a warm 
gust of wind, sweeping through the open door, 
and fluttering Dorothy's mantle as it passed, 
slightly startled her, and made her think that 
a storm was near at hand. A moment after 
a livid flash of lightning leaped through the 
windows, and a deafening crash of thunder 
made the solid little building tremble. Then, 
with a sound like the tramp of a great army, 
down came the rain upon the roof, then flash 
upon flash, roar upon roar, and the storm 
reigned supreme over the city. 
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The service was over. The young priest had 
retired to the vestry, and the few worshippers 
were gathered in the porch looking out at 
the deluge of rain, which had converted the 
narrow street into a river, and streamed in 
miniature Niagaras from every spout and 
ledge of the building. They were women 
living in the immediate neighborhood; and 
one by one^ remembering home duties or little 
ones frightened and looking out for their 
return, they put their shawls over their heads, 
and ran the few yards through the downpour. 
But Dorothy, anxious as she was to relieve 
her father's mind as to her safety, hesitated. 
She had two streets to traverse, and, so lightly 
clad, would be wet through before she had 
accomplished a third of the distance. It was 
rapidly growing dark, however: the gas-lamps, 
blurred by the rain, were brightening along 
the street, though every now and again paled 
by the stronger glare of the lightning. She 
had never been out in the London streets 
alone after night-fall. She was standing with- 
in the shelter of the porch, but leaning forward 
a little, undecided whether to brave the storm 
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or to wait till it had abated, when she heard a 
rapid footstep approaching. It stopped sud- 
denly, and Dorothy shrank back into the 
porch as she perceived the figure of a man 
coming directly towards her. But the next 
instant, with a feeling of relief so intense that 
words failed her, she realized that it was 
Rupert Vaughan himself who stood at her 
side. 

" I have but just come from your father," 
he said, clasping the little cold hand she held 
out to him : " he thought you would be here, 
and I am supplied with cloak and umbrella 
to convey you home." 

"How long you have been away!" she 
said reproachfully. " Papa has been feeling 
wretched, and I have been so unhappy about 
him. Don't think me the most selfish crea- 
ture in the world." 

He was wrapping her cloak about her while 
she spoke. " Then, you are glad I have come 
back, Dorothy ? You really missed me a little ? " 

" It is your own fault," she answered : " you 
have made us feel that we cannot do without 
you." 
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They had traversed half the distance to 
Bell street before Rupert spoke ; then his 
words came to Dorothy distinctly amidst the 
rush and patter of the rain, "And do you 
think that it is an easy thing for me to do 
without yoM?" 

It was the only time that he had ever by a 
word betrayed his feelings towards her ; but 
it would have been impossible not to have 
understood the passionate tenderness, the 
reproachful sadness, in his voice. It came 
to Dorothy with a strange shock, which for 
a moment made her feel as if she had lost her 
hold on every thing. She made no answer 
but he felt her hand tremble on his arm. 

*' Your father wants country air," he said 
presently : *' we must move him out of here 
as soon as possible." 

" We cannot afford it," she said. " I have 
not been able even to take him into the coun- 
try for a day." 

"Have you finished your copjdng?" 

"Yes." 

" And you have wanted the money ? " • 

" We had to pay for our lodgings last week." 
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" Well, you need not trouble about money 
matters any longer." 

" What do you mean ? " 

"I mean that it was business connected 
with you which took me away. Your grand- 
uncle is dead, Dorothy, and has left a great 
deal of money behind him." 

"Dead!" 

There is always a solemnity in the thought 
of death, which strikes home to the young, 
unworldly heart, and puts for a whUe all else 
in the background. 

*' Yes : he was a very old man, many years 
o^der than your father." 

They had reached the door of the lodging- 
house, and Rupert held out his hand. 

** Good-night, Dorothy. No, I am not 
coming in to-night, as I have seen your 
father. Tell him I am coming to talk busi- 
ness with you both to-morrow." 
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CntCUMVENTED. 

TT was not only the storm, which, after a 
-■- little lull, recommenced with redoubled 
fury, and continued till the small hours, which 
kept Dorothy awake that night. " And do 
you think it an easy matter for me to do 
without yoM?" Rupert's voice, laden with 
passionate tenderness and reproach, came to 
her again and again, and with it the memory 
of all his goodness, his devotion to her father, 
of the great debt she owed him. 

She looked back through her girlish years 
to the time when she had first known him. 
How patient, how tender, how constant in 
his goodness, to the wayward, imperious girl 
he had ever been! Then, like a sudden 
revelation, came the memory of his changed 

220 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



CIRCUMVSNTED. 221 

manner, of his infrequent visits, of that sud- 
den departure, of his farewell that summer 
evening by the garden-gate ; and in the dark- 
ness of the night Dorothy's cheeks were cov- 
ered with a burning blush. She had been 
blind to it all, and she had made him suffer. 
Yet how had he repaid her? The news he 
had told her that night, the thought of a 
change in their fortunes, sank into insignifi- 
cance beside that one thought that she had 
been the cause of sorrow and suffering to 
Rupert Vaughan. 

And on the morrow Rupert came and told 
them, disguising as best he could the fact of 
his being himself sole heir to Sir Anthony 
Clyffe, that for the future they would, as he 
had said to Dorothy, not have "to trouble 
themselves about money-matters," that, in 
fact, an ample fortune had come to them. 
But here Mr. Rivers, displaying greater 
knowledge of the world than Rupert had 
given him credit for, asserted his conviction 
that Rupert was practising a pious fraud 
upon them. Had it been otherwise, the late 
Sir Anthony's lawyers would have communi- 
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cated with themselves ; and, besides, from his 
experience of Sir Anthony's character, he 
was convinced, absolutely convinced, that 
he had not relented concerning Dorothy. 
" Were it otherwise," said Mr. Rivers, " she 
would have inherited ClyfFe itself. No, my 
dear fellow : the debt we already owe you we 
can never repay, and are content to bear; 
but we are not going to despoil you of any 
part of your inheritance." 

And now Rupert, for the first time with 
his old friends, displayed an amount of in- 
dignation which was almost anger. 

"You are treating me unfairly," he said, 
*" and ift indeed, you owe me any thing, are 
making me a poor return. Dorothy, I appeal 
to you. Do I deserve this? Do I deserve 
that you should refuse what I would give, 
not as a sacrifice on my part, but as the one 
way in which, with an easy conscience, I can 
appropriate what is still a fortune too ample 
for my needs?" 

" Papa," said Dorothy, and her voice was 
broken with a sob, *' we must not refuse his 
offer : he has been so good to us ; and, as he 
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says, it would be making him a poor return 
to refuse what would add to his happiness." 

Rupert looked at her as she spoke. Her 
sweet, pale face bore traces of tears, and 
had never seemed to him so lovely. He 
went and stood beside her. 

"Dorothy," he said, "there is one other 
way out of this difSculty, — one way which, 
while it would not oflFend your father's sense 
of justice, would add so much more to my 
happiness. Does not your heart tell you 
what it is? Dorothy, I have loved you from 
the day that your father met me a solitary 
man, in a fair way to become a misanthrope, 
and took me to your house. You were 
standing among your flowers, a sweet flower 
yourself; and from that hour to this I have 
loved you. Will you give me something in 
return for that?" 

Slowly Dorothy turned her face towards 
him and looked up, and he saw the answer 
in her eyes. 

He stooped and kissed her. " Mr. Rivers," 
he said, taking her by the hand and leading 
her to her father, "we have circumvented 
poor old Sir Anthony after all." 
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And Dorothy, between laughing and cry- 
ing, threw her arms about her father's 
neck. 

One word more about the Boldens, father 
and son, and our tale is ended. 

Retribution, as the world understands it, 
is not always meted out in this life; yet 
there are a thousand ways in which men pay 
their penalties for the past, which are unseen 
and unknown save to themselves. 

Benjamin Bolden remained, to the eyes of 
the world, the man he had been ; but the ex- 
periences of that one night, when the death- 
blow had b^en dealt to his pride in his son, 
had left a wound, which, though scarred over, 
would ache while life lasted. 

As for Vere, he remained abroad until 
summoned home by his father, who, feeling 
that he was growing old, desired on all ac- 
counts to make peace with his only son. 
The young man inherited the wealth which 
his father had accumulated ; but his life had 
ill adapted him for the absolute command of 
riches, — an idle man, without aims in life, 
and haunted by regrets. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



CmCUMVENTEB. 225 

Yet there was one pure and happy heart 
which remembered him in her prayers with 
gentle pity, and we know that such prayers 
are not in vain. 



THE END. 
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